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The  tall  white  figure  on  the  black  steed  appeared  like  a  marble  statue.  Captain  Rock  miff*? 
his  sword  and  pointed  it  at  Colonel  Tallon  as  he  cried:  “I  came  back  for  the 
young  lady,  unless  she  desires  to  remain  under  your  protection.” 
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YOUNG  CAPTAIN  ROCK 

—OR— 

THE  FIRST  OF  THE  WHITEBOYS 

By  ALLYN  DRAPER. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  FRIAR  AND  THE  REDCOATS. 

This  story  treats  of  the  most  stirring  and  sanguinary  re¬ 
bellion  that  ever  occurred  in  Ireland,  and  the  hero  was  a  char¬ 
acter  well  known  in  history  and  in  romance. 

There  is  scarcely  an  intelligent  Irishman  living  to-day  who 
has  not  heard  or  read  of  Captain  Rock,  yet  very  few  can  tell 
his  real  name  or  give  an  account  of  his  early  life. 

He  was  a  mystery  to  his  friends  as  well  as  to  his  enemies, 
and  he  flitted  from  place  to  place  with  his  band,  to  succor  or 
to  attack  as  the  humor  moved  him. 

The  daring  man  would  also  travel  alone,  acting  as  a  spy  or  a 
scout  for  the  patriot  army,  and  he  was  often  known  to  pene¬ 
trate  into  the  English  gai*rison  in  disguise,  and  thereby  learn 
the  secrets  of  the  officer  in  command. 

It  is  the  custom  in  Ireland  during  the  time  of  the  war  to 
billet  the  soldiers  and  officers  of  the  English  army  on  the 
people  of  the  country,  and  each  Irish  family  is  compelled  to 
give  food  and  lodging  to  a  certain  number  of  the  enemy. 

When  the  English  soldiers  were  thus  put  on  the  warpath 
they  treated  the  helpless  citizens  with  the  greatest  barbarity, 
using  insult,  fire  and  sword  for  little  or  no  provocation; 

On  a  certain  morning  in  the  spring  of  the  year  a  company 
of  English  dragoons  rode  into  the  village  of  Lisleen,  which 
w„as  situated  at  the  foot  of  Wicklow  Mountain,  not  many 
miles  from  Dublin. 

Captain  Graham,  who  was  in  command  of  the  company,  soon 
announced  that  the  officers  and  men  of  the  troop  would  live 
on  the  inhabitants  of  the  village  for  some  days  at  least,  as 
they  were  in  quest  of  the  famous  Captain  Rock,  who  was 
supposed  to  be  concealed  in  the  neighboring  mountain. 

On  the  evening  of  the  same  day  a  tall  man  in  the  garb  of  a 
friar  was  kneeling  at  a  grave  in  the  village  churchyard,  when 
a  rough  country  lad  of  eighteen  approached  the  spot  and  ad¬ 
dressed  him  in  the  most  respectful  tones,  saying: 

“Good  father,  the  hounds  are  out.” 

The  friar  arose  from  the  grave,  cast  a  cautious  glance 
around,  and,  then  addressed  the  lad  in  kindly  tones,  as  he 
replied: 

“I  know  that,  Barney.  How  many  of  them  are  at  the 
house?”,  . 

“Captain  Graham  and  two  of  his  officers,  sir,  but  there  s 
eight  of  the  thieves  in  the  next  house,  and  the  rest  are  within 
call  all  over  the  village.” 

“That’s  nothing,  my  lad,  I  will  call  up  in  time  for  suppei\ 

“Murder  alive,  sir,  but  they  will  take  you  and  hang  you  on 
the  nearest  tree.” 

“I  suppose  they  would  if  they  knew  me  and  they  happened 
to  be  able.  Come  now,  Barney,  I’d  like  to  know  if  you  would 
know  me  if  I  had  not  told  you  who  I  was  to-day?” 

The  lad  cast  a  glance  down  at  the  grave,  as  he  replied: 

“On  my  faith,  I  wouldn’t  know  you,  sir,  no  more  than  the 
man  in  the  moon;  but  if  any  of  the  rogues  of  the  village  saw 
you  kneeling  at  the  grave  here  they  might  suspect  something 
and  tell  the  redcoats  some  news.” 

“Let  them  suspect  and  tell  what  they  please,  Barney.  I  am 
going  to  sup  with  Mr.  Barrington  this  evening,  and  I  am  go¬ 
ing  to  give  those  insolent  officers  a  lesson  as  well.” 


“More  power  to  you,  sir,  if  your  mind  is  made  up,  and  count 
on  us  in  the  bargain,”  said  the  lad,  as  his  eyes  sparkled  with 
humor. 

“I  do  count  on  you  and  your  sister,  my  brave  lad,  and  now; 
listen  to  a  few  instructions.” 

The  friar  then  drew  Barney  under  the  shade  of  a  willow- 
tree  and  spoke  to  him  in  earnest  tones  for  some  moments. 

When  the  lad  was  about  to  leave  the  stranger,  the  latter) 
pointed  to  the  grave,  as  he  said  in  bitter  tones: 

“You  know  who  lies  buried  there,  Barney,  and  never  forget: 
that  I  am  called  upon  to  avenge  his  death.  Go  now  and  look, 
for  me.” 

The  lad  hastened  to  one  of  the  largest  houses  on  the  out¬ 
skirts  of  the  village,  and  the  friar  knelt  at  the  grave  again,' \ 
w-hile  he  muttered  to  himself: 

“When  I  think  of  what  I  was  and  what  I  am,  I  almost  for¬ 
get  that  I  am  a  Christian.” 

Mi-.  Barrington  was  one  of  the  leading  citizens  of  the 
village,  and  he  was  the  owner  of  three  well -cultivated  farms) 
in  the  valley. 

Although  not  openly  opposed  to  the  British  government,  it 
was  suspected  that  he  was  in  full  sympathy  with  the  Irish 
patriots  wdio  wTere  then  in  arms  in  the  neighboring  mountains,  j 
It  was  about  seven  o’clock  in  the  evening  when  the  three' 
English  officers  quartered  on  the  good  farmer  entered  his 
house,  the  captain  crying: 

“Now  for  a  good  supper,  and  then  for  a  night  of  it  at  the! 
rebel’s  expense.” 

Captain  Graham  was  a  stout  man  of  thirty-five,  and  of 
medium  height,  with  a  countenance  denoting  greed,  evil  pas-1 
sions,  and  a  desire  for  good  living. 

His  two  lieutenants  were  wild,  dashing  young  fellows  from 
London,  who  believed,  with  their  captain,  that  it  was  the) 
right  thing  to  plunder,  insult  and  kill  all  the  rebel  Irish  they 
encountered  during  the  campaign. 

The  farmer’s  family  consisted  of  his  wife  and  two  children, 
together  with  Barney  O’Brien  and  his  sister — a  girl  of  sixteen 
— who  acted  as  confidential  servants  in  the  family. 

Julia  Barrington  was  a  charming  girl  of  eighteen,  and  her 
brother  Ned  was  a  spirited,  active  lad  of  sixteen. 

The  unwelcome  guests  had  scarcely  entered  the  house  dur¬ 
ing  the  day  when  the  good  farmer  and  his  wife  felt  that  they, 
were  bent  on  mischief,  and  the  uneasy  feeling  was  increased' 
in  the  evening  when  it  was  perceived  that  the  boisterous  offi¬ 
cers  had  been  drinking. 

Mrs.  Barrington  was  about  to  send  Julia  on  a  visit  to  a 
relative  in  a  neighboring  village,  when  the  friar  entered  the 
kitchen  and  held  up  his  hand  in  warning  to  the  anxious 
woman,  as  he  said  to  her: 

“Let  your  daughter  remain  where  she  is,  and  I  will  protect 
her.” 

Although  the  friar  was  a  stranger,  a  few  more  sentences^ 
from  him  convinced  Mrs.  Barrington  that  he  would  keep  hi3 
word,  and  Julia  remained  in  her  father’s  house. 

When  supper  was  announced  Captain  Graham  and  his  com¬ 
panions  were  surprised  to  see  the  tall  friar  take  his  place  at 
the  table. 


YOUNG  CAPTAIN  ROCK. 


The  presence  of  the  stranger,  however,  dicl  not  seem  to 
check  the  spirits  of  the  gay  officers,  as  they  indulged  in  very 
rude  jes*s  at  the  expense  of  the  farmer  and  his  family,  while 
they  kept  denouncing  the  Irish  rebels  in  the  strongest  lan¬ 
guage  possible. 

Even  the  silent  old  friar  received  a  good  share  of  the  in¬ 
sults  >f  the  tipsy  officers,  to  the  rudest  of  which  he  paid  no 
attention. 

After  supper  a  large  bowl  of  punch  was  introduced,  Mrs. 
Barrington  and  her  son  and  daughter  retiring  from  the  dining 
room  at  the  same  time. 

Caotain  Graham  became  more  excited  on  partaking  of  the 
punch,  and  when  the  name  of  Captain  Rock  was  mentioned  by 
one  of  the  young  officers,  he  exclaimed: 

“We’ll  have  the  rebel  hound  and  his  followers  in  our 
clutches  in  a  few  days,  find  then  we’ll  hang  the  rascal  to  the 
nearest  trees  without  trial.” 


As  the  outlaw  spoke  he  drew  a  paper  from  the  captain’s 
Docket  and  flung  it  across  the  table  to  the  fa?  me  . 

As  the  farmer  read  the  following  document  aloud  a  fierce 
expression  appeared  in  the  eyes  of  the  outlaw,  wh.le  the 
three  officers  became  deadly  pale. 


“Who  is  this  Captain  Rock?”  asked  the  friar,  speaking  for 
the  first  time. 

“A  common,  low  robber,  who  is  sheltered  by  the  rebels 
around  here.” 

As  the  brutal  captain  made  answer  he  cast  a  significant 
glance  at  the  good  farmer  who  was  entertaining  him  at  the 
time  in  the  most  hospitable  manner  possible. 

“What  crime  has  this  outlaw  committed?”  again  asked  the 
old  friar. 


“Crimes  enough  to  hang  a  hundred  rogues,”  answered  the 
captain.  “His  very  face  would  condemn  him,  as  he  is  one  of 
the  vilest-looking  dogs  unhung  to-day.” 

“It  is  very  strange,”  remarked  the  friar,  in  calm  tones, 
“how  people  will  differ.  As  I  traveled  along  here  from  Dub¬ 
lin  I  met  some  respectable  persons  who  spoke  of  this  rebel  as 
a  handsome,  brave  young  man,  generous  and  warm-hearted 
to  his  friends,  and  even  merciful  to  the  enemies  who  fall  into 
his  power.” 

“A  pack  of  infernal  rebel  lies,  sir,”  cried  Captain  Graham, 
in  a  half-drunken  rage.  “The  knave  is  an  ugly,  sneaking 
brigand,  and  I  would  venture  to  put  him  and  his  cowardly 
band  to  flight  with  only  two  of  my  officers  here  if  they  would 
only  dare  to  meet  us  on  highway  or  byway,  by  night  or  by 
day.”  v 

The  old  friar  smiled  under  his  hood,  as  he  quietly  rejoined: 

“As  I  am  about  to  pay  a  visit  to  this  Captain  Rock  on  the 
mountain^- 1  will  take  pleasure  in  tendering  him  your  chal¬ 
lenge.” 

“What! — are  you  about  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  sneaking 
rebel?” 


“The  destruction  of  the  arch-rebel,  Heiwy  Barrington,  i: 
necessary,  and  you  are  ordered  to  put  the  sentence  m  force 
as  soon  as  possible  and  in  the  most  effective  mannei 

“Use  bullet  and  steel  on  himself  and  his  family,  let  th  i 
flames  devour  his  houses,  and  spare  his  daughter  only,  whom 
you  will  bear  to  my  mansion  near  Ross.  ...  ,  , 

“You  can  easily  arrange  it  so  that  the  acts  will  be  at¬ 
tributed  to  Captain  Rock  and  his  followers,  who  are  lurking 
in  the  mountains  in  the  neighborhood  at  present,  and  \ou  can 
then  start  out  to  destroy  the  outlaws  as  if  feai  fully  in¬ 
censed  at  their  fresh  outrage.  “Tallon  ” 


\ 


“I  hope  to,  sir.” 

“Do  you  know  where  he  is  now  lurking?” 

“I  think  I  can  find  him,  sir.” 

The  captain  sprang  up  from  the  table  with  a  merry  chuckle 
and  gave  a  wicked  glance  at  the  old  friar,  as  he  cried: 

“Then,  by  all  that’s  wicked,  you  will  guide  us  up  to  the 
rascal’s  lair,  or  we  will  string  you  up  on  the  nearest  tree, 
friar!  We  will  set  out  this  very  hour.” 

The  friar  did  not  appear  in  the  least  alarmed,  as  he  calmly 
replied: 

“It  may  not  be  necessary  to  seek  Captain  Rock  in  the 
mountain,  as  he  may  be  down  here  in  the  village  this  very 
night.” 

“Ridiculous!  The  cowardly  rascal  would  not  dare  to  ven¬ 
ture  near  us.” 

The  old  friar  rose  to  his  full  height  and  drew  a  pistol  from 
under  his  frock,  as  he  thundered  forth: 

“Foolish  braggart,  I  am  Captain  Rock,  and  you  are  all  my 
prisoners.  Raise  a  hand  and  you  are  dead  men.  See  my 
companions!” 

As  the  outlaw  spoke  he  pointed  one  hand  at  the  door  while 
he  presented  the  pistol  at  the  astonished  officer  with  the 
other. 

Two  persons  stood  at  the  door  of  the  room  pointing  pistols 
at  the  other  two  officers,  while  Captain  Rock  continued: 

“You  see  my  Whiteboys  are  on  hand,  my  valiant  gentle¬ 
men,  and  we  are  here  to  baffle  you  in  a  villainous  and  cow¬ 
ardly  plot.  Captain  Graham,  I  will  hind  your  arms.  Speak 
a  loud  word,  or  make  the  least  resistance,  and  I  will  blow 
your  brains  out  on  the  instant.” 

Captain  Rock  then  drew  a  long  cord  from  over  the  frock 
around  his  waist  and  proceeded  to  bind  the  valiant  captain, 
while  he  continued: 

“You  brave  gentlemen  came  here  as  the  guests  of  this 
honest  man.  while  you  were  prepared  to  deal  with  him  in 
the  most  treacherous  manner.  Please  read  that  aloud,  Mr. 
Barrington.” 


The  good  farmer  gasped  for  breath  as  he  read  the  feaiful 
order,  and  then  fell  back  on  his  chair,  storing  at  the  captain, 

as  he  cried:  „  ,  , 

“Oh,  you  fiends  incarnate!  \  ou  came  here  as  my  guests, 
and  you  meant  to  assassinate  us  all  except  my  deal  ffiil. 
have  not  been  a  rebel  before,  but  I  will  be  one  now,  and  1  will 
fight  ycur  cruel  government  to  the  death.  Captain  Rock.  I 
will  be  one  of  your  Whiteboys.” 

“So  will  I,  father,”  cried  young  Ned  Barrington  from  the 

hallway.  '  ' 

“And  I  am  one  already,”  cried  one  of  the  sentinels  at  tne 
door,  who  wore  a  white  shirt  over  his  upper  garments,  with 
a  mask  of  the  same  color  covering  his  face. 

Captain  Rock  laughed  at  his  three  prisoners  in  the  utmost 
scorn  as  he  cried: 

“Let  these  gallant  officers  see  who  you  are,  my  friends. 
Captain  Graham  boasted  that  he  would  put  us  all  to  flight 
with  his  two  officers  if  he  met  us  on  highway  or  byway  by 
night  or  by  day,  and  I  want  to  show  him  that  he  has  been 
taken  by  me  with  the  sole  assistance  of  a  poor  servant  lad 
and  his  sister.  Come  in.” 

The  two  sentinels  advanced  into  the  room,  removing  their 
masks  at  the  same  time,  and  the  gallant  officers  then  recog¬ 
nized  the  country  lad  and  his  young  sister,  who  had  been 
waiting  on  them  during  the  meal. 

Pointing  to  the  official  order  which  the  good  farmer  still 
grasped.  Captain  Rock  cast  another  fearful  glance  at  his 
prisoners,  while  he  exclaimed  in  furious  tones: 

“And  so  you  would  lay  the  blame  of  your  treacherous  work 
on  my  shoulders?  More  than  half  of  the  vile  outrages  com¬ 
mitted  in  Ireland  are  the  work  of  the  English  soldiers,  and 
yet  my  Whiteboys  are  blamed  for  them  all.  I  will  now  take 
you  up  to  the  mountain,  where  you  will  receive  the  punish¬ 
ment  you  so  justly  deserve,  and  I  can  assure  you  that  your 
colonel,  who  wrote  that  infamous  order,  will  not  go  un¬ 
punished,  either.” 

“Take  us  up  to  the  mountain,”  cried  Captain  Graham,  with 
a  sneer.  “Daring  rebel,  you  seem  to  forget  that  I  have 
eighty  armed  men  under  my  command  in  this  village.” 

“I  have  but  half  the  number  at  my  call,”  answered  the  out¬ 
law,  “and  yet  I  will  scatter  your  force  ere  morning.  When 
soldiers  are  engaged  in  such  treacherous  work,  they  will  re¬ 
ceive  no  mercy  at  my  hands.  Gag  the  prisoners.  Barney.” 

The  three,  officers  were  silenced  on  the  instant,  not  one  of 
them  daring  to  send  forth  a  single  cry  of  alarm  to  arouse  the 
dragoons  who  were  within  call. 
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THE  WHITEBOY  AND  HIS  BLACK  HORSE.  * 


Flinging  aside  the  friar’s  frock,  the  gray  wig  and  false 
beard,  the  outlav  appeared  as  a  well-to-do  voung  country¬ 
man  of  twenty-one,  with  tidy  knee-breeches  and  leather 
leggings,  a  tight-fitting  hody  coat  and  a  low  felt  hat 
Having  secured  the  prisoners  in  the  strongest  room  in  the 
house,  the  outlaw  gave  some  instructions  to  the  farmer  and 
his  son,  and  he  then  sallied  out  to  the  village  tavern  with 
Barney. 

°n  entering  the  public  house  they  found  the  tnp-room 
ci  o\\  ded  with  half-tipsy  dragoons,  who  were  drinking  at  the 
expense  of  the  poor  landlord,  whom  they  threatened  with 
death  as  a  rascally  rebel  if  he  offered  the  least  objection  to 
their  demands  for  drink. 

When  Captain  Rock  entered  the  tavern  he  held  a  black- 


,  "  ,  .  ,  K  /•neren  me  tavern  he  held  a  black-  j 

thorn  stick .in  his  hand,  and  he  slipped  up  to  the  bar  with 
Barney  0  Brien  without  attracting  much  attention  at  hi  st-'  f 
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The  rough  lad  stole  into  the  hallway  as  the  outlaw  was 
coiling  i'or  a  drink  in  quiet  tones,  speaking  in  the  Irish 

tongue. 

The  landlord  started  slightly  on  hearing  his  guest,  and  he 
then  scowled  around  at  his  unprofitable  visitors,  as  he  whis¬ 
pered  back  in  the  same  tongue: 

“May  it  soon  poison  the  villains,  as  they  are  drinking  me 
out  of  house  and  home,  and  I  know  they’ll  end  up  by  killing 
me  and  burning  the  house  over  my  head.” 

“Why  don’t  you  give  them  a  good  dose  in  earnest,  then?” 

“Faith,  but  I  would  if  I  had  it,  captain  agra,  if  I  was  to  die 
for  it.”  / 

“Barney  has  a  bottle  out  in  the  hallway  that  will  put  them 
ail  into  a  sound  slep  in  a  short  time,  Mike.  About  six  or 
seven  drops  to  each,  and  they’ll  be  asleep  on  the  floor,”  said 
Caotain  Rock,  with  a  significant  glance  at  the  landlord. 

A  wicked  grin  appeared  on  the  face  of  the  man  as  he 
asked : 

“Will  it  put  them  asleep  forever,  captain?” 

“Not  it.  Although  they  may  deserve  it.” 

“As  you  say,  captain;  but  ’tis  I  wouldn’t  scruple  to  finish 
the  dogs,  as  I  know  they  mean  death  and  destruction  to  all 
of  us.” 

The  landlord  slipped  out  into  the  hallway,  and  he  was  soon 
back  again,  dealing  out  beer  and  whisky  to  his  threatening 
customers. 

Captain  Rock  was  some  minutes  after  in  the  act  of  drink¬ 
ing  a  pewter  of  ale  at  the  side  of  a  bar,  when  a  sergeant  of 
dragoons  approached  him,  saying: 

“Why,  my,  lad,  you  are  a  strapping  fellow,  and  you  should 
be  a  dragoon.” 

“Begor,  soldier,  but  I’d  like  to  be  one,”  was  the  simple  an¬ 
swer,  “for  it  must  be  fine  to  eat  and  drink  of  the  best  without 
paying.” 

“It  is,  lad,  and  you  will  be  one  of  us.  Fine  clothes  to 
wear,  a  good  horse  to  ride,  plenty  of  the  best  to  eat  and 
drink,  and  nothing  to  do  but  to  charge  on  a  few7  miserable 
rebels  now7  and  then.  Will  you  join  us?” 

Captain  Rock  saw7  that  the  drug  w7as  working  on  all  those 
present,  who  were  drinking  as  fast  as  the  wTiliing  landlord 
could  fill  out. 

♦  The  sergeant  held  a  mug  of  ale  in  his  hand  as  he  addressed 
the  outlaw,  w7ho  coulcl  see  that  the  fellow  would  soon  be  over¬ 
powered. 

Winking  slyly  at  the  soldier,  the  countryman  drew  back  a 
step  or  two,  as  he  answrered: 

“Bedad,  I’d  join  you  and  willing,  my  man,  if  I  wTasn’t  al¬ 
ready  engaged.” 

“Engaged  where?” 

“On  the  other  side  to  be  sure.” 

“You  blasted  idiot,  do  you  mean  to  tell  rne  that  you  are 
out  wuth  Captain  Rock?” 

“I  am  Captain  Rock  himself,  you  drunken  fool,”  cried  the 
outlaw,  as  he  struck  the  sergeant  w7ith  his  blackthorn  and 
sent  him  reeling  on  the  floor. 

Striking  right  and  left  at  -the  half-dazed  dragoons,  vvho 
were  reeling  or  stretched  asleep  around  the  room,  the  daring 
man  gained  the  door  of  the  tavern,  as  he  again  cried: 

“Yes,  I  am  Captain  Rock,  and  I  defy  you  all  to  take  me.” 

The  outlaw  then  sprang  on  a  powerful  black  horse  wThich 
Barney  held  outside  the  door,  and  he  galloped  through  the 
street  of  the  village,  as  he  kept  yelling: 

“I  am  Captain  Rock,  and  I  defy  the  redcoats!  Who  w7ill 
follow  me  to  the  mountain?” 

There  was  scarcely  a  dragoon  in  the  village  that  night  who 
was  not  under  the  influence  of  liquor,  yet  about  a  dozen  of 
them  rushed  to  the  stables  for  their  horses  on  hearing  the 
defiance  of  the  outlaw,  while  the  bugler  sent  out  the  cry, 
calling: 

“To  horse — to  horse!” 

When  Captain  Rock  reached  the  end  of  the  village  about 
thirty  of  his  mounted  followers  dashed  out  from  a  wood  to 
meet  him,  and  he  then  turned  his  black  charger  to  dash  back 
at  their  head,  as  he  yelled  out: 

“Charge  on  the  English  hounds  and  don’t  spare  them,  as 
thev  came  here  to  rob  and  to  slay!” 

All  of  Captain  Rock’s  followers  wore  loose  white  shirts 
and  masks,  and  as  they  thundered  through  the  village  they 
appeared  like  so  many  messengers  of  death,  while  their  ring¬ 
ing  war  cries  appeared  to  issue  from  several  hundred  throats. 

Before  any  of  the  amazed  dragoons  could  mount  and  form 
that  ghostly  band  swept  on  them  with  pistol,  sword  and  pike. 

Several  of  the  redcoats  were  slain  as  they  issued  from  the 
|  jug  of  the  villagers,  others  were  attacked  and  over¬ 
powered  as  they  attempted  to  ride  from  the  stables,  while 


nearly  all  those  in  the  tavern  were  made  prisoners  and  se¬ 
cured  while  they  were  insensible. 

In  less  than  half  an  hour  after  the  sudden  attack  was  made 
seventy-five  of  the  dragoons  were  either  killed  or  captured, 
with  their  horses  and  arms,  and  only  five  of  them  escaped 
from  the  village  on  foot,  to  be  afterward  taken  by  the  White- 
boys  lying  in  wait  on  the  roads  outside. 

As  the  leader  of  the  band  rode  away  from  the  tavern,  he 
drew  a  white  shirt  and  mask  from  his  saddle-bag  and  slipped 
them  on,  so  that  when  he  rode  back  to  the  attack  with  his 
followers  he  could  only,  be  recognized  by  his  tall  form,  the 
black  steed,  and  the  loud  commas  that  fell  from  his  lips,  as 
he  directed  his  men  in  the  brief  struggle. 

When  all  the  prisoners  were  secured  in  the  tavern,  Captain 
Rock  sent  for  the  three  officers,  who  were  dragged  to  the 
place  by  Barney  and  five  of  the  Whiteboys. 

Captain  Graham  and  the  two  officers  had  heard  the  war¬ 
like  shouts  in  the  village,  and  they  fully  expected  that  the 
dragoons  would  cut  the  daring  Whiteboys  to  pieces,  but  they 
were  amazed  and  terror-stricken  when  they  reached  the 
tavern. 

Captain  Rock  was  mounted  on  his  black  horse  in  the  large 
tap-room,  around  him  were  grouped  about  twenty  of  his 
Whiteboys,  while  the  prisoners  were  stretched  on  the  floor 
and  Hacked  close  together. 

Pointing  to  the  helpless  dragoons,  Captain  Rock  addressed 
their  officer,  crying: 

“Captain  Graham,  you  came  here  to  insult,  burn  and  slay, 
and  to  capture  and  to  hang  my  band,  and  there  is  the  conse¬ 
quence.  You  have  orders  to  bear  a  certain  young  lady  to 
your  cc-Ionel’s  mansion,  and  you  must  obey.” 

The  captain  stared  at  the  outlaw  as  if  he  did  not  compre¬ 
hend  him,  and  he  then  asked: 

“What  do  you  mean,  Captain  Rock?” 

“I  mean  that  you  will  bear  the  young  lady  to  Colonel 
Tallon  as  ordered.  Now  away  with  the  prisoners  to  the 
mountain.  Captain  Graham,  I  did  intend  to  punish  you  for 
your  vile  intentions  here,  but  I  deem  it  just  to  strike  at  your 
master.” 

Every  cart  in  the  village  was  soon  employed  in  bearing  the 
helpless  prisoners  to  the  mountain,  while  those  who  were 
not  under  the  influence  of  the  drug  were  compelled  to  walk. 

On  the  following  morning  Henry  Barrington  hastened  to 
Dublin  in  disguise  to  dispose  of  his  farms,  while  his  young 
son  became  enlisted  in  Captain  Rock’s  band. 

Before  another  troop  of  soldiers  could  be  sent  to  persecute 
the  worthy  farmer  he  had  disposed  of  all  his  property,  his 
wife  had  found  a  refuge  in  a  distant  town,  and  JuHa  Bar¬ 
rington  sought  a  home  in  the  mountain  with  her  young 
brother,  the  faithful  servant  girl  bearing  her  company. 

Barney  O’Brien  was  the  only  one  in  the  farmhouse  who 
had  recognized  Captain  Rock  'that  night,  as  the  outlaw 
leader  did  not  remove  his  disguise  until  just  before  hasten¬ 
ing  to  the  tavern. 


CHAPTER  III. 

YOUNG  CAPTAIN  ROCK  AND  HIS  WHITEBOYS. 

The  Whiteboys  of  Ireland  were  the  most  active  and  per¬ 
sistent  enemies  of  the  British  government  and  the  landlords. 

They  took  their  name  from  the  fact  that  they  always  wore 
white  shirts  and  friasks  when  out  on  their  midnight  expedi¬ 
tions,  and  they  were  principally  recruited  from  the  farmers 
and  their  sons  and  laborers,  who  had  suffered  persecution  at 
the  hands  of  their  merciless  tyrants. 

At  the  time  of  which  we  write,  martial  law  was  in  full 
force  in  the  counties  around  Dublin,  and  bands  of  dragoons 
and  mounted  yeomanry  were  scouring  the  country  in  search 
of  the  outlaws  and  their  friends,  while  the  large  towns  were 
garrisoned  by  strong  forces  of  regular  English  army,  under 
the  command  of  their  best  officers. 

When  a  poor  peasant  was  caught  out  at  night  without  a 
pass  from  the  officers  commanding  the  district  he  was  shot  or 
hung  without  the  least  form  of  a  trial,  and  those  who  were 
seized  in  their  homes  with  arms  in  their  possession  met  with 
the  same  fate. 

The  principal  patriot  army  was  organizing  in  the  Wexford 
Mountain,  awaiting  arms  from  France  to  sally  down  on  the 
English  foe. 

While  t!«v>  patriot  army  was  thus  drilling  and  waiting  for 
arms,  several  bands  of  daring  outlaws  kept  harassing  the 
English  outposts  and  made  attacks  on  the  houses  and  store-  “ 
rooms  of  those  who  favored  the  foreign  government 
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YOUNG  CAPTAIN  ROCK. 


Young  Captain  Rock  was  the- most  active  leader  in  the  par¬ 
tisan  warfare,  and  as  his  followers  were  well  drilled  and 
armed,  he  had  already  succeeded  in  baffling  or  defeating 
several  strong  parties  sent  out  to  crush  him. 

The  Whiteboy  leader  was  a  mystery  to  his  friends  and 
foes.  *  • 

Some  declared  that  he  was  a  young  Irish  officer  who  had 
served  in  the  French  army,  as  his  followers  were  drilled  with 
the  precision  of  veterans. 

Others  surmised  that  he  was  a  deserter  from  the  English 
army,  as  he  often  passed  into  the  garrison  in  the  garb  of  an 
officer  or  that  of  a  common,  soldier. 

While  more  were  wont  to  declare  that  he  was  the  son  of  a 
famous  Irish  patriot  who  had  been  put  to  death  by  the 
English. 

Barney  O’Brien  knew  the  history  of  the  famous  young 
man,  and  the  simple  country  lad  was  not  likely  to  betray  the 
secret  of  one  whom  he  regarded  with  the  utmost  veneration. 

Captain  Rock  was  in  the  habit  of  performing  the  most 
extraordinary  feats  while  working  against  his  foes,  and  even 
those  who  were  closest  to  him  were  sometimes  of  the  opinion 
that  he  acted  like  one  who  was  not  always  sane. 

On  the  night  after  the  attack  on  the  dragoons,  Colonel  Tal- 
lon,  who  was  in  command  of  the  military  district  near  the 
town  of  New  Ross,  was  spending  the  evening  at  his  country 
seat  with  some  friends,  when  the  bell  rang,  announcing 
visitors. 

A  few  minutes  after  a  male  servant  entered  the  dining 
room  and  approached  the  colonel  to  whisper  some  words  into 
his  ear. 

Making  an  excuse  to  his  guests  Colonel  Tallon  hobbled 
from  the  room. 

He  was  suffering  from  the  gout,  and  he  walked  with  much 
difficulty,  yet  his  friends  noticed  that  he  made  undue  haste 
as  he  left  the  room. 

Hastening  down  to  the  drawing  room  as  well  as  he  could, 
the  excited  man  hailed  Captain  Graham  anxiously,  as  he  in¬ 
quired: 

“Well,  what  success  at  Lisleen?  Who  have  we.  here  with 
you  ?  ” 

The  colonel  stared  at  a  tall  man  in  the  garb  of  an  English 
officer  and  a  veiled  woman,  both  of  whom  were  standing  near 
the  door  with  Captain  Graham. 

“This  is  the  young  lady  you  ordered  me  to  bring  here, 
colonel,”  answered  the  captain,  “and  this  gentleman  is  an 
officer  of  the  Irish  army  who  insisted  on  accompanying  us.”j 

Colonel  Tallon  was  a  pompous,  fiery  person  of  forty,  and| 
he  grew  red  in  the  face  as  he  stared  at  the  stranger  and  then 
at  Captain  Graham,  as  he  spluttered  out: 

“What  silly  jest  is  this,  sir?  An  officer  of  the  rebels  here, 
and  in  that  uniform!” 

The  stranger  stepped  toward  the  excited  colonel  as  he  said, 
in  calm  tones: 

“It  is  true  that  I  am  an  officer  in  the  rebel  army,  sir,  and 
I  came  here  to  make  an  exchange  of  prisoners,  as  well  as  to 
escort  this  young  lady  back  to  her  friends  when  she  has 
learned  from  you  your  object  in  ordering  her  to  be  brought 
here  by  Captain  Graham.” 

“What  insolence  is  this,  Captain  Graham?”  demanded  the 
local  tyrant.  “Is  this  person  Miss  Barrington,  the  daughter 
of  the  rebel?” 

The  young  woman  flung  back  her  veil,  and  her  dark  eyes 
flashed  with  indignation  as  she  fixed  them  on  the  excited 
colonel,  saying: 

“Yes,  Colonel  Tallon,  I  am  the  daughter  of  that  Henry 
Barrington  whom  you  have  been  persecuting  for  years,  and 
whom  you  ordered  to  be  assassinated  \yith  his  family  last 
night.  I  think  you  remember  me.” 

Before  the  perplexed  colonel  could  reply,  Captain  Graham 
claimed  his  attention  by  seizing  his  arms  and  crying  out,  in 
excited  tones: 

“Colonel  Tallon,  you  have  a  traitor  in  your  midst.  I  was 
assailed  last  night  by  Captain  Rock  in  the  village  of  Lisleen, 
and  my  whole  force  was  either  slain  or  captured.  The  order 
you  gave  me  was  taken  from  me  ere  I  could  destroy  it.” 

“This  is  incredible,  sir.” 

“It  is  the  truth,  however,  and  here  is  Captain  Rock,  the 
leader  of  the  band  of  rebels  who  took  me  prisoner.” 

Colonel  Iallon  glared  at  the  famous  rebel,  and  his  voice 
was  husky  with  surprise  and  rage  as  he  exclaimed: 

“You  Captain  Rock,  and  here  in  my  house,  where  I  have  a 
guard  of  fiftv  dragoons!” 

“What  of  that.  Colonel  Tallon?”  quietly  demanded  the  out¬ 
law.  “1  came  here  to  negotiate  for  an  exchange  of  prisoners, 
and - " 


“You  came  here  to  be  hung,  you  insolent  rebel!”  cried  the 
enraged  colonel,  as  he  attempted  to  hobble  to  the  bell  rope. 

“Stav  colonel  I  beg  you!”  cried  Captain  Graham,  seizing 
his  supeVfor  officer,  and  holding  him  back.  “Remember  that 

Captain  Rock  holds  sixty  of  my  men  as  pnsoneis,  and  they 

will  be  all  put  to  death  if - ” 

“I  will  have  him  hung  on  the  instant  if  he  held  five  hun¬ 
dred  of  the  king’s  best  troops  at  his  mercy,  cried  the  tyrant, 

as  he  struggled  to  reach  the  rope.  , 

The  Whiteboy  leader  advanced  a  few  steps  and  presented 
a  pistol  at  the ‘head  of  the  master  of  the  house,  as  he  said, 

“If  you  raise  an  alarm,  sir,  I  will  blow  your  brains  out. 
Be  calm  and  tell  us  what  your  object  was  in  sending  fdr  Miss 
Barrington.” 

The  pistol  at  his  head  served  to  calm  the  excited  man,  and 
while  he  glared  at  Captain  Rock  with  angry  eyes,  he  replied: 

“The  young  lady  is  not  a  daughter  of  the  rebel  Barrington, 
and  I  am  her  lawful  guardian.  Why  are  you  here  if  you  are 
really  Captain  Rock,  which  I  cannot  believe? 

“I  am  here,  Colonel  Tallon,  to  know  if  you  will  negotiate 
for  an  exchange  of  prisoners  and  to  protect  this  young  lady. 
Miss  Barrington,  had  you  any  idea  that  Henry  Barrington 
was  not  your  real  father?” 

“I  know  that  Mr.  Barrington  hs  not  my  real  father,  replied 
the  young  girl,  “but  I  utterly  disown  any  right  on  the  part 
Pnlrmol  Tallon  to  ho  mv  miardian.” 


1 


“We  will  see— we  will  see,  girl,”  cried  the  colonel.  “You  / 
are  here  now,  and  here  you  will  remain.  Seize  that  man.” 

Three  soldiers  burst  into  the  room  at  the  moment,  and  they 
sprang  at  Captain  Rock  at  the  word  of  command. 

The  Whiteboy  leader  did  not  stir  until  the  soldiers’  hands 
were  on  him,  and  he  then  struck  out  with  tremendous  force, 
hurling  his  assailants  to  the  right  and  left  as  he  strode  out 
of  the  room,  crying: 

“I  will  call  for  you  again,  young  lady.” 

Dashing  out  into  the  hallway,  the  daring  man  sprang1  down 
the  steep  steps  to  the  gravel  path  and  vaulted  on  his  black 
steed  as  he  sent  forth  a  shrill  cry. 


About  a  dozen  white  figures  on  horseback  then  dashed 
across  the  lawn  to  join  their  leader  as  he  rode  toward  them, 
while  out  through  the  house  and  stables  rang  the  cry:  a 

“To  arms — to  horse!  The  Whiteboys  are  out  to-night!” 

Colonel  Tallon  hobbled  out  on  the  balcony  as  well  as  he 
could,  and  when  he  beheld  the  daring  Whiteboys  retreating  j 
across  the  lawn  he  yelled  to  the  dragoons: 

“Mount  and  pursue  in  haste!  A  hundred  pounds  to  the  4 
man  who  will  take  Captain  Rock  dead  or  alive.  Set  spurs 
and  away!” 

Then  there  was  mounting  in  hot  haste,  a  confused  jingling 
of  swords  and  spurs,  a  few  hasty  orders  from  their  captain, 
and  fifty  dragoons  dashed  across  the  lawn  in  pursuit  of  the 
flying  outlaws. 

Colonel  Tallon  watched  the  Whiteboys  and  their  pursuers 
as  they  dashed  along  the  highway  at  full  speed,  and  he  only 
turned  into  the  drawing  room  where  they  all  disappeared 
over  the  brow  of  a  hill. 

The  young  girl  was  still  standing  near  Captain  Graham 
when  Colonel  Tallon  hobbled  toward  her,  crying: 

“Ah,  my  dear  girl,  I  am  reioiced  to  see  you  at  my  house. 

Do  you  know  that  mad  rebel?”  ‘  ' 

“If  you  allude  to  Captain  Rock,  sir,  I  met  him  last  night  *< 
for  the  first  time,  when  he  saved  my  dear  friends  from  a  a 
dreadful  death  at  your  orders.” 

“Pshaw,  girl,  that  order  was  onlv  intended  to  frighten  r 
Barrington,  who  was  assisting  the  infernal  rebels.  ’Gad  b"t 
Captain  Rock  must  be  mad  to  fall  into  such  a  trap  to-mght, 
as  he  cannot  escape  now.” 

He  will  escape,  sir,  said  Julia,  “and  he  will  call  here 
for  me  again.” 

“VVhat  nonsense,  girl.  The  rascal  and  his  band  will  be  -ut 
to  pieces.”  ' 

1  he  words  were  scarcely  uttered  when  the  tramping  of 
horses  could  be  heard  on  the  lawn  outside,  and  Colonel  Tallon 
hobbled  to  the  window  as  he  cried: 

The  diagoons  aie  back  with  their -  Mercv  alive,  the  * 

\\  hiteboy s  aie  on  us  again,  and  not  a  dragoon  around  to 
defend  the  house! 

About  fifteen  of  the  mounted  Whiteboys  drew  up  in  front 
of  the  mansion  at  the  moment  and  presented  their  carbines, 
while  the  leader  rode  up  the  steep  steps  on  his  black  steed  ♦ 
until  he  reached  the  door. 

Halting  the  well-trained  horse  on  the  top  steps,  he  struck  j 
on  the  ilogi  with  his  sword,  and  with  great  force,  as  he  cried;  I 
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“I  come  for  Miss  Barrington,  as  I  promised.  Open,  or  I 
will  ride  in  from  the  balcony  to  the  drawing  room.” 

Colonel  Tallon  staggered  back  from  the  window  as  he 
recognized  the  voice  of  the  leader,  and  he  turned  to  the 
young  girl,  crying: 

“Save  me  from  the  outlaw,  my  good  girl,  and  I  will  be 
more  than  a  father  to  you.  Oh,  what  a  fool  I  was  to  be  thus 
tricked!” 


CHAPTER  IV. 


THE  METHOD  IN  HIS  MADNESS. 

When  young  Captain  Rock  appeared  at  the  mansion  again, 
after  having  drawn  the  dragoons  away,  Colonel  Tallon  could 
see  that  he  had  been  duped  by  the  Whiteboys. 

With  the  exception  of  a  few  officers  and  guests,  he  had  no 
one  to  defend  the  place  against  a  serious  attack,  as  he  could 
not  depend  on  the  male  -servants  and  stable  boys,  most  of 
whom  were  friends  of  the  rebels. 

It  was  very  evident,  also,  that  Captain  Rock  did  not  ap¬ 
prehend  a  speedy  return  of  the  dragoons,  as  he  knew  that 
they  were  away  in  pursuit  of  some  of  his  well-mounted 
friends,  while  he  led  another  party  to  attack  the  mansion  of 
the  abnoxious  military  tyrant. 

When  Colonel  Tallon  saw  that  it  was  useless  to  attempt  re¬ 
sistance,  he  ordered  one  of  the  servants  to  open  the  front 
door,  and  into  the  hallway  on  his  black  steed  rode  the  captain 
of  the  Whiteboys,  crying: 

“I  promised  to  return  for  you,  Miss  Barrington,  and  here 
I  am.” 

Flinging  open  the  door  of  the  drawing  room  with  his 
sword,  the  young  man  rode  into  the  apartment,  as  he  con¬ 
tinued  : 

“Do  you  surrender,  colonel?” 

“Oh,  yes,  by  all  means,”  cried  the  trembling  tyrant.  “Take 
the  young  lady,  and - ” 

Colonel  Tallon  hesitated  to  finish  the  sentence,  but  Captain 
Rock  glared  at  him  from  under  his  white  mask  as  he  cried: 

“Away  to  the  mischief  with  you  out  of  here,  you  would 
like  to  say,  but  I  am  not  in  any  hurry,  sir,  until  I  settle  with 
you.”  As  the  young  man  spoke  he  turned  to  some  of  his 
dismounted  followers,  who  ha4  made  haste  to  follow  him  into 
the  house,  and  he  said  to  them: 

“Hasten  through  the  house  and  secure  all  the  people  in  it. 
Seize  all  thb  arms  and  valuables  you  can  lay  your  hands  on. 
I  .will  assist  you  here.  Quiet,  Blackbird.” 

Captain  Rock  still  maintained  his  position  on  the  back  of 
the  horse  as  he  gave  his  orders,  and  when  the  spirited  animal 
appeared  a  little  restless  in  that  novel  situation,  the  few 
words  from  his  master  subdued  him  on  the  instant. 

It  was  a  strange  picture  that  was  thus  presented  in  the 
large  and  luxurious  apartment. 

Colonel  Tallon  had  dropped  on  an  easy-chair  near  the 
window,  his  fat  face  almost  livid  with  terror,  while  he  held 
the  mantle  of  the  young  girl,  as  if  imploring  her  protection 
from  the  outlaws. 

Julia  Barrington  advanced  toward  the  rider  with  her  hands 
raised  and  extended  as  if  welcoming  him  back,  while  at  the 
same  time  her  face  betrayed  some  alarm  at  the  presence  of 
the  fiery,  black  steed. 

Captain  Graham  stood  behind  the  chair  on  which  his 
colonel  was  seated,  and  his  face  was  also  showing  signs  of 
fresh  alai’m. 


The  tall,  white  figure  on  the  black  steed  appeared  like  a 
marble  statue,  as  they  stood  in  the  centre  of  the  room  facing 
the  others,  and  the  effect  was  more  impressive  still  when 
Captain  Rock  raised  his  sword  and  pointed  it  at  Colonel  Tal¬ 
lon  as  he  cried: 

“I  came  back  for  the  young  lady,  unless  she  desires  to  re¬ 
main  under  your  protection,  and  then - ” 

“Oh,  no,  no,”  cried  Julia.  “I  hate  the  wretch,  and  he  knows 


it.” 

“That  point  is  settled,  then,”  said  Captain  Rock,  “and  now 
for  the  main  object  of  my  visit  here.  Come  to  me,  young 

^  Julia  flung  off  the  grasp  on  her  mantle  and  advanced  fear- 
]e~~l y  to  the  side  of  the  rider,  as  she  said  to  him: 

“I  will  and  welcome,  captain.” 

Reaching  down  his  left  arm,  the  young  Whiteboy  raised 
t!"  girl  from  the  floor  and  placed  her  before  him  on  the 

horse,  saying:  ...  „„ 

“You  will  not  fear  to  ride  wath  me?” 


“No,  indeed,  sir.” 
“Now,  Colonel  Tallon,” 


continued  the  young  leader,  “I  will 


settle  with  you.  What  was  your  object  in  having  this  young^ 
lady  brought  here  to  your  house?” 

Mustering  all  the  courage  he  could  command,  Colonel  Tal¬ 
lon  answered: 

“I  am  the  young  lady’s  guardian  by  law,  and  I  desired  to. 
protect  her  in  these  warlike  times,  Captain  Rock.” 

“By  slaying  her  kindest  guardians?  Tell  the  whole  truth, 
sir.” 


“What  more  can  I  tell?” 

“Say  that  she  is  rich,  and  that  you  desired  to  seize  her 
property,”  answered  Captain  Rock.  “Say  that  she  is  beauti-> 
ful.  and  that  you  aimed  to  make  her  your  wife.” 

“The  villain  did  make  me  the  offer  a  month  ago,”  cried 
Julia. 

“Now  we  are  getting  at  the  scheme,”  continued  the  young! 
Whiteboy. 

“Is  it  a  crime  to  offer  my  hand  to  a  cousin?”  asked 
Colonel  Tallon. 

“It  is  a  crime  to  plot  the  murder  of  her  best  friends  andj 
then  try  to  throw  the  blame  on  me,  and  for  that  crime  you* 
will  suffer,”  answered  Captain  Rock,  in  merciless  tones. 
“Drag  the  rascal  out  on  the  lawn.  Out  with  the  other 
prisoners,  and  take  the  best  horses  from  the  stables.  Hasten, j 
my  lads.  Captain  Graham,  you  have  nothing  to  fear,  as  I 
will  keep  my  pledge  to  you.” 

The  active  Whiteboys  did  not  waste  any  time  in  collecting 
the  spoils;  and  the  trembling  prisoners  were  soon  dragged 
out  on  the  lawn,  while  the  tyrant  colonel  kept  calling  for 
mercy. 

Young  Captain  Rock  dashed  down  the  steep  stens  stgain 
on  the  black  steed,  with  the  fearless  girl  in  front  cf  him,  as 
she  cried: 

“What  a  noble  steed  for  a  war  on  the  mountain.  He  would 
climb  the  hillside  like  a  wild  goat,  I  believe.” 

“Blackbird  will  go  where  I  order  him,”  answered  the  young 
Whiteboy,  who  was  very  proud  of  his  black  steed.  “I  will 
now  make  you  a  present  of  the  best  horse  in  the  stables. 

Directing  one  of  his  men  to  place  a  side-saddle  or.  a  splen¬ 
did  gray  hunter  just  taken  from  the  stable,  Captain  Rock 
placed  the  young  girl  on  the  back  of  the  animal,  saying: 

“I  know  'that  you  are  a  fearless  rider,  and  your  courage 
may  soon  be  put  to  the  test.” 

Patting  the  gray  horse  on  the  neck,  the  young  girl  replied, 
with  a  merry  smile: 

“We  will  follow  Blackbird  through  fire  and  water,  and  I 

will  call  him  Gray  Linnet.”  .  ■ ,  „  ,  ,  _  „  ., 

“Mercy,  mercy!  spare  my  life!”  cried  Colonel  Tallon,  as  the 
Whiteboys  dragged  him  to  a  tree  with  a  stout  rope  around 
liis  neck. 

A  wild  scream  of  terror  rang  out  on  the  moment,  and  an 
old  lady  ran  down  the  steps  from  the  mansion,  crying: 

“Spare  my  son!  Oh,  if  you  are  human  beings,  you  will  not 
murder  him  before  my  eyes!” 

The  old  lady  darted  across  the  lawn  as  she  uttered  the  cry 
and  flung'  her  arms  around  Colonel  Jallons  neck,  while  she 


Oh,  where  are  the  soldiers 


lontinued : 

“They  must  not  murder  you. 

;o  protect  you?”  .  _  .  ,  -  ,  ,  ,  . 

“Release  the  man,”  cried  Captain  Rock,  as  he  bent  his  ear 
■o  listen,  “and  then  let  us  hasten  away.  Colonel  Tallon, 
remember,  hereafter,  that  there  are  other  mothers  in  Ire- 
anci  ^ 

Tlie  old  lady  stared  up  at  the  Whiteboy  leader  for  a  mo¬ 
ment  ere  she  exclaimed:  .....  „„ 

“I  know  that  voice!  Mercy  on  me,  who  is  it,  my  son: 

“Captain  Rock,  the  famous  rebel.” 

“Away  with  us,”  cried  the  young  captain.  We  wall  meet 
again,  Colonel  Tallon.”  ... 

The  Whiteboys  then  dashed  across  the  lawn,  bearing  away 
as  many  arms  and  horses  as  possible,  while  Colonel  Tallon 
ground  his  teeth  in  rage  as  he  hissed  aftei  them.  • 

“You  may  swear  we  will  meet  again,  you  infernal  robber, 
but  it  will  lie  w^hen  you  are  swinging  on  the  gallows-tree.” 

The  Whiteboys  had  scarcely  disappeared  from  the  lawm 
when  the  heavy  clatter  of  horses’  hoofs  was  heard  on  the 
road  and  a  bugle  blast  rang  out  at  the  same  time. 

Colonel  Tallon  shouted  in  glee  when  he  heard  the  bugle, 
and  he  then  cried  to  Captain  Graham: 

“It  is  another  party  of  dragoons  from  the  town.  Hasten 
out  and  send  them  after  the  infernal  robbers.  My  force  must 

-  1  ^  J  ll.  ..  .  1  1  1  /..li  + 


rascals.  ^ 

Captain  Graham  dashed  across  the  lawn  as  fast  as  he  could, 
and  he  met  a  party  of  about  forty  dragoons  at  the  lodge  gate. 
Hailing  the  officer  in  command,  he  cried: 
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“Who  commands  this  force?” 

“1  have  that  honor,”  answered  a  brutal-looking  officer. 
“How  are  you,  captain?” 

The  speaker  was  a  thorough  English  bloodhound  by  nature, 
and  he  was  known  in  infamous  history  as  Major  Sirr. 

Captain  Graham  gave  the  colonel’s  orders  in  as  few  words 
as  possible,  and  the  major  dashed  away  at  the  head  of  his 
troop,  crying: 

“I  came  out  after  other  game,  but  I  will  have  a  run  after 
the  Whiteboys.” 

Captain  Rock  had  heard  the  clatter  of  the  dragoons  ‘ad¬ 
vancing  from  the  town  before  he  left  the  lawn,  and  he  could 
also  hear  them  thundering  along  the  road  after  him. 

Casting  one  glance  ahead,  he  turned  to  Julia,  who  was  rid¬ 
ing  by  his  side,  saying: 

“We  ,are  pursued  by  the  dragoons,  and  we  must  take  to  the 
mountain.” 

“To  the  mountain  for  me,  then,”  cried  the  young  girl. 
“When  the  wolves  are  out  in  the  valley  there’s  no  shelter 
there  for  the  lambs.” 

A  single  horseman  rode  toward  them  at  the  moment,  and 
he  drew  his  horse  to  the  side  of  the  road,  as  he  cried  in  fear¬ 
less  tones: 

“Who  comes  here?”  t 

“The  Whiteboys  of  the  mountain,”  answered  Captain  Rock. 
“If  you  fear  the  wolves  in  red  ride  on  with  us.” 

The  horseman  spurred  his  horse  to  the  side  of  the  White- 
boy,  and  rode  on  beside  him  as  he  remarked,  in  clear,  mu¬ 
sical  tones: 

“I  think  I  ride  with  Captain  Rock.” 

The  Whiteboy  leader  cast  a  scrutinizing  glance  at  the 
stranger  as  he  answered: 

“I  am  Captain  Rock.  If  you  are  a  friend  of  the  cause  give 
me  the  sign  and  your  name.” 

The  stranger  made  a  motion  with  his  right  hand  and  then 
bent  over  to  whisper  a  name  into  Captain  Rock’s  ear,  while 
he  continued,  aloud: 

“I  am  rejoiced  to  meet  you  if  the  wolves  are  prowling 
around,  dear  friend.” 

Captain  Rock  saluted  the  horseman  in  the  most  respectful 
manner  as  he  answered: 

“The  red  wolves  are  out  in  force,  sir,  and  I  am  surprised 
to  see  you  here  alone.” 

The  stranger  smiled  in  confidence  as  he  replied,  in  cheerful 
tones: 

“Do  you  not  see  that  I  am  disguised?  A  poor  farmer  on 
his  way  to  Dublin  should  not  be  molested  by  the  red  wolves.” 

They  were  galloping  at  a  good  pace,  and  the  graceful 
riders  could  converse  without  much  difficulty,  not  being  over- 
^  heard  by  those  behind. 

Julia  was  still  riding  close  to  the  young  leader,  and,  as  she 
could  hear  the  words  uttered,  she  felt  that  the  plain-looking 
stranger  was  a  person  of  some  importance. 

Captain  Rock  cast  another  careful  glance  at  the  horseman, 
who  was  mounted  on -an  excellent  roadster,  ere  he  rejoined: 

“The  disguise  is  well  enough,  sir,  but  you  ride  too  stiff  for 
a  poor  farmer.  And,  then,  your  voice  and  manner!  I 
wouldn’t  give  a  single  penny  for  your  chances  of  escape  if 
Major  Sirr  saw  you  riding  through  New  Ross.” 

“Is  that  fellow  in  New  Ross?” 

“He  was  there  to-day,  sir.  What  name  may  I  call  you  at 
present?” 

“I  am  simple  Tom  Martin,  a  poor  farmer,  on  my  way  to 
Dublin  to  see  my  landlord.” 

“And  you  have  a  pass,  Mr.  Martin?” 

“Oh,  yes,  and  it  is  signed  by  Colonel  Tallon,  the  com¬ 
mander  of  this  district.” 

“That  is  well,  so  far;  but  you  will  have  to  disguise  your¬ 
self  better,  and  change  your  voice  and  manner  more,  if  you 
want  to  teach  Dublin  in  safety.”  f 

The  stranger  laughed  merrily  ere  he  replied: 

“In  good  truth,  captain,  I  have  no  relish  for  this  hide-and- 
seek  work,  and  I  long  for  the  moment  when  we  will  be  out  in 
the  open  battlefield  in  fair  array.” 

“We  are  almost  prepared  about  here,  sir.” 

“Yes,  but  we  are  not  elsewhere.  We  must  have  arms  apd 
some  officers  from  France  before  we  can  take  the  open  field, 
my  brave  friend.  Do  I  not  hear  a  troop  of  horses  behind 
us?” 

^  “You  do,  sir;  and  there’s  another  in  front  of  us,”  answered 
Gantain  Rock,  as  he  pointed  to  a  strong  party  of  horsemen 
galloping  toward  them.  “Let  us  in  here.” 

The  Whiteboy  leader  turned  the  black  steed  into  a  lane  and 
then  pushed  on  at  a  full  gallop,  while  he  cried  to  the  others: 


“Keep  on  as  fast  as  I  do,  and  we  will  soon  reach  the 

mountain.”  .  ,  „ 

The  Whiteboys  did  push  on  with  all  speed;  but  the  two 
parties  of  dragoons  soon  met  near  the  lane,  and  they  joined 
in  the  pursuit,  led  on  by  Major  Sirr,  who  cried: 

“Theie  goes  Captain  Rock  and  his  Whiteboys,  my  brave 
men.  Five  hundred  pounds  reward  for  the  robber  s  headland 
five  apiece  for  each  of  his  followers.  Spur  on,  spur  on! 

The  major’s  voice  was  as  loud  and  piercing  as  that  of  a 
trumpet,  and  Captain  Rock  could  hear  it. 

Turning  to  the  stranger,  he  asked  : 

“Do  you  recognize  that  voice,  sir?” 

“It  is  Major  Sirr,  I  think.” 

“Yes,  it  is  Major  Sirr,  and  he  did  not  ride  from  town  after 
us. }1 

“Then  you  think  he  is  after  me?” 

“I  do,  sir.  He  has  the  scent  of  a  bloodhound,  and  he  has 
his  spies  in  every  hole  and  corner.  ’Tis  more  than  probable 
that  he  has  got  word  of  your  visit  here,  and  he  is  out  af£er 
you  with  his  wolves.  You  must  up  to  the  mountain  with 
us.” 

“But  I  must  get  right  to  Dublin  at  all  hazards,  my  brave 
friend.” 

“Is  it  a  matter  of  life  and  death  for  you  to  get  there  at 
once,  sir  ?  ” 

“It  is — it  is!  My  presence  there  on  the  morrow  means  the 
life  of  the  Irish  nation,  and  my  absence  may  be  the  death  of 
our  cause.” 

“Then  you  must  get  to  Dublin,  sir,  and  I  will  escort  you. 
Now  to  baffle  the  bandogs,  and  then  for  the  road  to  Dublin.” 

Captain  Rock  then  pulled  up  in  the  lane,  telling  his  friends 
to  ride  on  at  full  speed. 

They  were  approaching  the  foot  of  a  steep  mountain,  and 
the  dragoons  were  closing  on  them,  as  the  Whiteboys  were 
somewhat  encumbered  with  the  horses  and  the.  arms  they 
had  taken  from  the  mansion. 

When  his  troop  had  passed  on  the  lane,  Captain  Rock  rode 
fearlessly  back  to  meet  the  dragoons,  and  when  he  was 
within  a  few  hundred  feet  of  their  leader  he  pulled  up,  cry¬ 
ing  aloud: 

“Halt!  Who  comes  there?”  ? 

Major  Sirr  called  a  halt  on  the  instant,  as  he  was  under 
the  impression  that  the  Whiteboys  were  cornered,  and  that 
they  were  about  to  ask  terms  of  surrender. 

Spurring  forward  some  paces  ahead  of  his  njen,  the  con¬ 
fident  English  officer  cried: 

“Do  you  surrender,  rebel  dog?” 

“We  may,  if  you  would  give  us  fair  terms.  Major  Sirr,  as 
you  are  too  many  for  us,”  answered  Captain  Rock,  in  humble 
tones.  ( 

(  “Then  call  on  your  rascals  to  halt,  and  we  will  see.  Who 
are  you?” 

.  “I  am  Captain  Rock.  My  lads  can’t  go  any  further  now, 
major.  What  terms  will  you  give  us  if  we  give  up?” 

“The  rope  of  the  hangman  for  every  rascal  of  you.  For¬ 
ward  to  the  charge,  men,  and  cut  the  rascals  down  without 
mercy.” 

The  fierce  major  spurred  on  to  the  charge  as  he  gave  the 
order,  dashing  away  ahead  of  his  men,  in  full  hope  of  slay¬ 
ing  or  taking  the  famous  Whiteboy  with  his  own  hands. 

“Here  at  you,  then,  butcher.  To  the  rocks,  my  brave  lads, 
and  I  will  soon  be  with  you.” 

Major  Sirr  tried  to  pull  up  when  he  saw  the  gallant  White¬ 
boy  presenting  such  a  bold  front,  but  the  spirited  animal  felt 
the  spurs  and  he  heard  the  order  for  the  charge,  and  on  he 
went  at  full  speed. 

Drawing  his  pistol,  the  major  fired  at  the  Whiteboy  leader, 
yelling: 

“No  mercy  to  the  rebels!” 

The  ball  flew  wide  of  the  mark;  and  the  major  drew  his 
sword  in  desperatibn  as  he  closed  with  his  opponent,  while  he 
yelled  to  his  men: 

“Spur  on,  you  rascals!” 

The  two  speeds  met  in  the  lane,  the  two  swords  flashed 
together  for  a  moment,  and  then  one  horse  and  one  rider 
rolled  over  in  the  dust,  while  a  yell  of  rage  burst  from  the 
on-rushing  dragoons. 

A  cry  of  triumph  rang  out  from  Captain  Rock  as  he 
turned  his  gallant  steed  to  face  the  mountain,  while  out 
flashed  his  two  pistols  at  the  same  moment. 

Then  down  went  two  of  the  foremost  of  the  dragoons’ 
horses  and  their  riders,  blocking  the  lane  for  a  time  while 
on  like  a  hurricane  swept  the  black  steed  and  its  gal lunt 
rider  as  a  shower  of  balls  went  flying  around  them. 

Captain  Rock  dashed  on  to  the  foot  of  the  mountain,  and 
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casting  one  glance  back,  he  could  see  that  the  dragoons  were 
in  some  confusion  in  the  lane. 

Forcing  his  steed  up  the  steep  path,  he  waved  his  sword 
in  defiance  as  he  yelled  to  his  friends  above: 

“Give  them  a  volley,  my  lads!” 

A  sharp  volley  then  rang  out  from  behind  the  rocks;  fierce 
yells  and  cries  of  pain  arose  in  the  lane,  and  the  baffled  dra¬ 
goons  were  thrown  into  still  wilder  disorder. 

Dashing  up  to  his  sheltered  friends,  the  Whiteboy  leader 
sprang  fi'om  his  steed  and  seized  one  of  the  captured 
muskets,  crying: 

“Give  them  another  round  with  these,  and  the  night  is 
ours.” 

Another  volley  soon  rang  out;  more  cries  of  pain  and  dis¬ 
order  arose  in  the  lane,  and  then  the  bugle  blast  over  the 
mountain,  sounding  the  retreat  of  the  dragoons  from  that 
narrow  trap. 

CHAPTER  V. 

ON  A  DANGEROUS  JOURNEY. 

When  the  smoke  had  cleared  off,'  Captain  Rock  peered 
down  into  the  lane  as  he  said  to  the  stranger,  who  had  taken 
an  active  part  in  the  skirmish: 

“I’d  give  my  good  horse  to  be  sure  that  Major  Sirr  was 
down  forever,  sir.” 

“They  are  bearing  their  dead  and  wounded  away  with 
them,  I  think,”  replied  the  stranger,  peering  down  also. 

“If  I  had  twenty  more  of  my  lads  here  I’d  be  down  at 
them.” 

“Are  they  in  full  retreat,  think  you?” 

“I  don’t  think  they’ll  stop  until  they  get  to  Colonel  Tallon’s. 
sir.  Three  of  you  lads  ride  down  and  follow  them,”  cried 
the  young  captain;  “but  don’t  go  too  far.” 

“Wasn’t  that  Major  Sirr  you  encountered,  my  brave 
friend?”  asked  the  stranger. 

“Yes,  sir.  I  thought  to  clip  his  head  off,  but  I  missed  my 
work  and  struck  him  across  the  breast.  Now  we  must  see 
about  the  journey  to  Dublin.” 

“Then  you  insist  on  going  with  me?” 

“Every  step,  sir.  I’d  never  forgive  myself  if  anything 
hanpened  you  on  the  way.  Let  us  see  how  we’ll  manage  it.” 

Captain  Rock  and  the  stranger  then  consulted  together  for 
some  time. 

When  they  had  agreed  on  their  disguises  and  mode  of 
travel,  the  Whiteboys  returned  to  report  about  the  dragoons. 

The  whole  party  had  drawn  up  at  Colonel  Tallon’s  man¬ 
sion. 

When  Captain  Rock  heard  the  report  of  his  scouts  he 
turned  to  the  stranger,  saying: 

“If  Major  Sirr  is  not  badly  injured  he  will  be  out  after 
you  to-night  again,  as  he  is  a  restless  bloodhound;  but  they 
will  not  be  after  us  again  in  a  hurry.” 

“Then  you  think  he  is  on  the  watch  for  me  to-night,  cap¬ 
tain  ?  ” 

“I  do,  sir.  Why  should  he  ride  out  here  with  that  troop, 
unless  he  was  after  some  high  game,  when  he  knew  that 
Colonel  Tallon  had  a  good  force  at  the  mansion?  Because 
he  had  some  private  information  that  you  were  around,  and 
the  hound  wanted  to  take  or  slay  you  himself.  He  does  not 
generally  trouble  himself  in  hunting  us  Whiteboys.” 

“You  may  be  right,  but  I  must  get  to  Dublin  at  all  haz¬ 
ards.” 

“And  to  Dublin  you  will  go,  sir,”  said  Captain  Rock,  as  he 
turned  away  to  give  some  orders  to  his  men. 

The  others  then  proceeded  up  the  mountain,  the  young 
girl  accompanying  them.  , 

Before  parting  with  Julia,  the  young  leader  drew  her  aside, 
saying : 

“You  will  be  safe  up  the  mountain,  but  don’t  venture 
down,  as  Colonel  Tallon  would  give  his  eyes  to  get  you 
again.” 

“He  will  never  get  me,  captain.  And  so  you  must  go  to 
Dublin?” 

“I  must,  indeed;  but  I  will  be  back  in  a  few  days.” 

“I  suppose  you  couldn’t  tell  me  who  that  gentleman  may 
be?” 

“I  would  trust  you  and  welcome,  but  the  secret  is  not 
mine.  1  can  tell  you  to  pray  for  his  safety,  however,  as  he 
would  be  a  great  loss  to  us  now.” 

"I’ll  pray  for  the  pair  of  you,”  answered  Julia.  “Will  you 
ride  Blackbird  to  Dublin?” 

“That  I  will,  but  I  will  change  his  name  and  his  dress 
*  Bidding  adieu  to  the  young  girl,  the  young  captain  has¬ 


tened  down  into  the  valley  with  the  stranger,  as  he  said  to 
him: 

“You  noticed  that  young  lady,  sir?” 

“Yes,  friend;  and  I  think  she  is  a  very  superior  person.” 

“There  is  no  doubt  of  that,  sir,  and  she  has  a  strange  his¬ 
tory  to  tell;  but  I  will  not  trouble  you  about  it  now.  We  will 
to  my  friend’s  house  and  get  ready  for  the  journey.” 

About  an  hour  after  two  horsemen  were  riding  along  the 
road  toward  New  Ross  at  an  easy  gallop,  one  being  a  little 
in  advance  of  the  other. 

The  foremost  rider  was  a  tall,  handsome  gentleman  in 
the  full  prime  of  life,  with  a  full  dark  beard,  and  long  hair 
flowing  in  ringlets  over  his  shoulders. 

The  rider  behind  him  appeared  to  be  a  servant  somewhat 
advanced  in  years,  as  he  kept  a  few  paces  in  the  rear,  and 
only  spoke  when  he  was  appealed  to  by  the  gentleman. 

As  they  approachced  the  lodge  gate  leading  up  to  Colonel 
Tallon’s  mansion  they  could  perceive  several  mounted  dra¬ 
goons  on  the  lawn,  and  the  tall  gentleman  turned  to  his  serv- 
an,  as  he  quietly  remarked:  • 

“That  looks  a  little  warlike,  Tim,  and  the  rebels  must  be 
out.” 

“The  rebels  are  out,  sir,”  cried  a  rough  voice,  as  an  officer 
stepped  out  from  the  lodge  at  the  head  of  five  soldiers. 
“Draw  up  and  give  an  account  of  yourselves.” 

The  gentleman  and  his  servants  did  draw  up,  while  the 
former  replied: 

“Well,  officer,  what  do  you  wish  to  know?” 

“Your  name,  sir,  and  where  you  are  going  at  present?” 

“My  name  is  Bassett,  and  I  come  from  Kilkenny.  I  arr 
going  to  Dublin  with  my  servant  here,”  was  the  calm  re¬ 
sponse  of  the  tall  gentleman.  “May  I  ask  who  I  have  the 
honor  of  addressing  at  present?” 

“I  am  Major  Sirr,  in  Ms  majesty’s- service,  Mr.  Bassett. 
Are  you  in  haste?” 

“I  am,  major.” 

“Have  you  a  pass  for  yourself  and  servant,  sir?  You 
must  know  that  the  rebels  are  up  in  arms,  and  the  district 
is  under  martial  law  at  present.” 

“We  did  hear  of  some  disturbance  around  here  when  we 
left  Kilkenny,  mhjor,  but  I  did  not  deem  it  necessary  to  arm 
myself  with  a  pass  on  the  road  to  Dublin.” 

“It  is  necessary,  sir.  I  would  advise  you  to  come  up  and 
procure  one  from  Colonel  Tallon,  who  commands  this  dis¬ 
trict.  Of  course  you  can  prove  that  you  are  a  loyal  subject 
of  the  crown?” 

“Why,  as  to  that,  I  presume  my  word  will  have  to  be 
taken,  as  I  did  not  deem  it  necessary  to  bring  letters  of 
recommendation  from  home  with  me.  This  is  very  annoy¬ 
ing.” 

“I  have  orders  to  arrest  all  persons  found  out  at  night 
without  a  pass,  sir,”  said  Major  Sirr,  in  gruff  .tones,  “and  I 
will  detain  you  if  you  do  not  give  us  proof  that  you  are  a 
loyal  subject  of  the  crown.  You  may  be  a  rebel  officer  in 
disguise,  for  all  I  know.” 

The  tall  gentleman  hesitated  a  moment,  as  in  doubt  what 
to  say,  while'  his  servant  appeared  to  be  in  great  distress  at 
the  delay  and  the  doubts  cast  on  his  master. 

“I  am  known  in  New  Ross,  major,”  said  the  gentleman, 
fumbling  in  his  pocket,  as  if  in  search  of  a  document  to 
prove  his  identity.  “Hang  it  all,  why  did  I  leave  home  in 
such  haste?” 

Major  Sirr  was  also  watching  the  old  servant  the  while, 
and  he  promptly  responded: 

“I  am  just  riding  to  the  town,  sir,  and  you  can  accompany 
us.  If  you  prove  yourself  a  royal  subject  there  you  can  get , 
a  pass  and  proceed  on  your  journey.” 

“Thank  you,  indeed,  major.  I  will  have  no  trouble  in  the 
town.” 

In  less  than  five  minutes  after  the  gentleman  was  riding 
along  with  Major  Siri'  and  a  bodyguard  of  seven  dragoons. 

The  aged  servant  kept  close  behind  his  master  as  he  mut¬ 
tered  to  himself : 

“Our  troubles  commence  early,  but  I  have  full  faith  in 
the  bold  captain.  What  a  villainous  face  that  Sirr  has!” 

The  tall  horseman  rode  on  with  a  high  head,  chatting  mer¬ 
rily  with  the  major,  and  they  both  denounced  the  rebels  in 
the  strongest  terms  possible. 

Two  dragoons  rode  on  about  twenty  yards  in  the  front, 
while  the  others  kept  about  the  same  distance  in  the  rear. 

When  they  were  within  half  a  mile  of  the  town  the  tall 
gentleman  said: 

“By  the  bye,  major,  have  you  met  this  Captain  Rock,  who 
is  becoming  so  famous  in  this  neighborhood  of  late?” 
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“I  have  met  the  low  rascal,  and  I  hope  to  meet  him  soon 
again.  He  is  a  common  cutthroat  and  a  vile  coward,” 
growled  the  lying  major.  “Wait  till  I  get  my  hands  on  him, 
and  I’ll  cut  him  to  pieces.” 

“Why,  I  heard  that  the  fellow  was  pretty  brave,  major, 
and  that  he  could  act  the  gentleman  when  it  suited  his 
purpose.” 

“And  I  can  tell  you,  sir,  that  he  is  a  low,  vulgar,  sneaking 
coward,  like  all  the  rest  of  the  rebels,  from  their  chief 
down.” 

“Why,  major,  you  must  confess  that  Lord  Edward  Fitz¬ 
gerald,  the  leader  of  the  rebels,  is  not  a  vulgar  coward,  at 
least.” 

“But  I  say  he  is,  sir.  Why  is  he  sneaking  around  the 
country  in  disguise  at  present,  if  he  is  not  a  cowardly  cur? 
Be  careful  how  you  defend  the  rebel  dog,  as  I  won’t  hear 
to  it.” 

“See  here,  Major  Sirr,”  answered  the  gentleman,  in  angry 
tones.  “I  want  you  to  know  that  you  can’t  bully  me,  if  you 
had  a  hundred  soldiers  around  you.  I  know  Lord  Edward, 
and  I  tell  you  to  your  face  that  you  ai'e  not  fit  to  clean  his 
boots.” 

The  brutal  major  drew  up  his  horse  and  out  flashed  his 
sword,  as  he  yelled: 

“I  knew  you  were  a  rebel  dog  in  disguise,  and  I  will  make 
you  eat  your  words  on  the  spot.  Draw  and  fight.  Halt, 
there!” 

The  gentleman  pulled  up  at  the  same  moment  and  drew 
his  sword  as  he  said  to  his  servant  in  quiet  tones: 

“Draw  into  the  lane  there,  Tom,  while  I  settle  with  this 
bully.” 

“I’ll  slit  your  nose  for  you,”  cried  the  angry  bully,  as  he 
rode  at  the  gentleman,  brandishing  his  sword. 

The  dragoons  had  halted,  but  they  did  not  approach  their 
superior  officer  as  he  attacked  the  stranger. 

That  stranger  waited  the  attack  with  a  quiet  smile  on  his 
face,  drawing  his  horse  a  little  closer  to  the  lane,  which  his 
servant  had  already  entered. 

The  excited  bully  urged  his  horse  on  to  the  attack,  and  the 
^  swoi'ds  were  soon  clashing  together,  as  he  cried; 

“I’ll  slit  your  nose,  rebel  dog,  and  I’ll  hang  you  in  the 
morning.” 

“You  are  better  at  the  hanging  than  at  the  fighting,  I 
fancy,  major,”  cried  his  opponent,  as  he  knocked  the  weapon 
from  the  major’s  grasp,  and  hurling  him  from  his  horse  al¬ 
most  at  the  same  moment. 

Then  wheeling  his  own  willing  steed,  the  tall  gentleman 
dashed  into  the  lane  after  his  servant,  as  he  cried: 

“We’ll  meet  you  in  town  soon.  Hurrah  for  Lord  Edward!” 
The  servant  was  dashing  along  the  lane  when  his  master 
rode  in,  and  when  he  heard  the  cry  he  muttered  to  himself: 

“What  a  daring  man  he  is;  but  I  believe  the  boldest  course 
is  the  best.” 

Major  Sirr  was  soon  on  his  feet  again,  and  he  sprang  into 
his  saddle,  as  he  yelled  to  the  dragoons,  who  were  moving 
toward  him  at  the  time: 

“Spur  on  after  the  dogs!  My  life  on  it  that  is  Captain 
Rock  himself  and  the  servant  is  the  man  I  am  after.” 

“You  are  right,  major,”  yelled  back  the  tall  rider.  “I  am 
Captain  Rock,  and  my  seiwant  is  Lord  Edward.  Come  and 
take  us,  bloodhound,  if  you  can.” 


CHAPTER  VI. 

CAPTAIN  ROCK’S  BOLD  MOVE. 

Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald  was  the  leader  of  the  Irish  pat- 
riots  at  the  time  when  England  was  endeavoring  to  destroy 
the  national  parliament  in  Dublin. 

The  young  nobleman  was  a  gallant  soldier,  he  was  the 
head  of  the  noblest  familfy  in  Ireland,  and  he  was  beloved 
by  the  people. 

Lord  Edward  entered  the  English  army  at  an  early  age, 
with  the  view  of  preparing  himself  in  the  art  of  war,,  so  that 
he  could  lead  his  own  people  to  freedom. 

When  he  became  an  active  member  of  the  patriot  band, 
he  resigned  his  commission  in  the  English  army  and  paid  a 
visit  to  France  to  consult  with  the  military  leaders  of  that 
country  who  had  promised  aid  to  Ireland.* 

^  While  in  Paris  Lord  Edward  married  a  beautiful  young 
F  rench  lady,  who  proved  to  be  a  devoted  wife  in  the  trying 
scenes  he  was  destined  to  encountex*. 

On  hi 3  return  to  Ireland  he  was  a  marked  man. 


From  that  time  forward  Lord  Edward  was  hunted  by  the 
English  spies  and  hirelings,  and  he  was  compelled  to  adopt 
various  disguises  while  traveling  through  the  country,  or¬ 
ganizing  the  people  for  the  coming  struggle. 

As  all  the  strong  cities  and  towns  were  held  by  the 
English,  and  as  the  patriots  wqre  not  fully  prepared  for  a 
general  outbreak,  such  leaders  as  Lord  Edward  were  com¬ 
pelled  to  move  with  great  caution  in  order  to  avoid  ax-rest 
and  a  speedy  death  at  the  hands  of  their  enemies. 

Several  of  the  trained  bands  of  the  English  were  out  in 
search  of  the  Irish  leader  at  all  times,  and  as  they  were  com¬ 
manded  by  English  officers  acquainted  with  Lord  Edward, 
the  gallant  leader  had  many  narrow  escapes. 

The  infamous  character  known  as  Major  Sirr  was  the  spe¬ 
ed  spy  set  on  the  track  of  the  Ii-ish  leader,  and  he  was  tire¬ 
less  in  the  pui'suit,  using  a  whole  ai'my  of  merciless  subordi¬ 
nates  to  aid  him  in  the  work. 

Major  Sirr  hated  all  Irish  pati'iots,  but  he  was  especially 
embittered  against  Lord  Edward,  as  the  noble  young  Irish 
officer  had  baffled  the  rascal  in  a  pi-ivate  scheme  of  plunder 
set  on  foot  on  a  former  occasion. 

When  Captain  Rock  met  Lord  Edward  on  the  highway  * 
that  night,  the  latter  was  returning  from  France,  where  he 
had  been  sadly  disappointed  in  his  hopes  of  armed  assist¬ 
ance  on  the  part  of  his  fi'iends  thei’e. 

The  bold  Wbiteboy  felt  that  Major  Sirr  suspected  the 
pretended  old  sei-vant,  and  he  deemed.it  best  to  l-isk  an 
escape  before  reaching  the  guai'ded  town  with  the  soldiers. 

Lord  Edward  pushed  into  the  lane  on  receiving  the  hint 
from  Captain  Rock,  but  the  bi'ave  soldier  did  not  l’ide  on 
until  he  saw  that  the  feai'less  Whiteboy  had  defeated  Major 
Sirr  and  that  he  was  clear  of  the  soldiei's  on  the  high-road. 

When  the  soldiers  rode  into  the  lane  after  the  Whiteboy, 
Major  Sirr  was  close  behind  them,  yelling  like  a  madman, 
and  calling  on  them  to  fii-e  at  the  fugitives. 

Captain  Rock  was  soon  up  with  Lord  Edward,  and  he 
cried: 

“Push  on  now,  and  I’ll  keep  the  rascals  in  play  until  we 
reach  the  woods,  and  then  we’ll  skirt  the  town.  That  villain 
behind  us  has  as  many  lives  as  a  cat,  as  I  could  wager  mv 
life  I  had  him  that  time.” 


The  soldiers  fired  a  volley  with  their  horse  pistols  at  that 
moment,  but  the  bullets  did  not  touch  the  pursued. 

“Spur  on,  if  you  kill  the  horses!”  cried  Major  Sirr,  in  furi¬ 
ous^  tones.  “The  rebel  dogs  must  not  escape  us.” 

Keeping  behind  Loi'd  Edward  in  the  narrow  lane,  as  if  to 
guard  him  fi-om  the  bullets,  young  Captain  Rock  cried: 

“Spur  on  your  horse,  sir,  as  he  is  not  a  bad  one,  and  we’ll 
beat  them  to  the  woods.  Yell  till  your  throat  is  hoarse,  you 
English  hound,  but  you  won’t  take  us!” 

The  roadster  on  which  Lord  Edward  was  mounted  was  a 
fleet  and  sure-footed  animal,  and  he  made  splendid  time 
along  the  lane  towax-d  the  wood. 


Captain  Rock  was  on  his  own  tireless  favorite,  the  good 
Si,eed  being  so  disguised  as  to  baffle  prying  eyes. 

The  horses  of  the  dragoons  were  soon  left  behind  in  the 
1  ace,  while  the  brutal  major  stormed  and  fumed  as  he  urged 
on  his  fellows,  crying: 

“Away  with  one  of  you  off  to  the  town  and  send  a  troop 
along  the  road  to  Dublin  to  cut  them  off.  The  others  will 
keep  up  the  hunt  with  me.  Spui-  on,  spui*  on.” 

Captain  Rock  dashed  into  the  wood  bevond  a  moment 
af‘e.r„"  vh  ,his  lead.er-  as  1,0  yelled  back:  moment 

All  the  hounds  in  your  army  won’t  catch  us  now  maior 
Come  on,  and  my  Whiteboys  will  have  at  you  again’”  J 

f  earing  an  ambush  in  the  woods,  the  cunning  major  haP- 
ed  his  men  in  the  lane,  took  a  survey  of  the  high  walls  and 
fences  around,  and  then  gave  an  order  to  ride  ba*k  as  he 


We  will  hasten  to  the  town  and  cut  them  off  on  the  road 
beyond.  If  that  is  the  rebel  leader  he  is  bound  for  Dublin 
and  we  will  soon  cut  him  off,  or  hunt  him  to  the  death  ” 

Ihe  young  Whiteboy  heard  the  orders  of  his  enemv  and  he 
druZ  u?  1T]  th,e  'voods  Wlth  Lord  Edward,  as  he  "aid* 

“My  lord,  that  fellow  is  a  born  man-hunter  and  he  has 
stolen  a  march  on  us  after  our  gallant  dash  for  it  ” 

joined-  FAvf&rd  CaSt  a  *,ance  toward  the  town  as  he  re- 

“flhen  it  will  be  impossible  for  us  to  skirt  the  town  and 
get  out  on  the  highroad  ahead  of  them,  mv  friend”” 

I  fear  it  will  Besides,  if  we  did  get  out  ahead  of  them 
‘-ki  ll,  ?  afte£US  on  Jr™h  ^eeds  and  run  vou  down." 
to  Dublin? M  >0U  advl8C’  caPUin'  as  I  must  push  on 
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“Would  one  day  and  night  matter  so  much  in  getting  there, 
my  lord?” 

“Oh,  yes,  yes!  T  have  delayed  too  long  now,  as  I  had 
trouble  in  landing -on  the  coast.  It  is  decided  to  strike  a 
blow  in  Dublin  at  once,  and  1  must  be  there  to  lead  my 
friends.  If  I  had  fifty  good  troopers,  I  would  attempt  to  cut 
my  way  through  the  town.” 

“''lou  can  have  them  in  a  couple  of  hours,  general,  but  I 
assure  you  it  would  be  the  height  of  folly  to  make  the  at¬ 
tempt,  as  they  have  over  a  regiment  of  dragoons  stationed 
there  at  present.  We  can  take  to  the  mountains  and  work 
around.” 

“That  would  be  slow  traveling,  and  I  could  not  get  there 
in  time.” 

The  young  Whiteboy  cast  an  anxious  look  at  the  gallant 
leader  as  he  asked: 

“I  suppose  you  have  other  disguises  in  the  saddlebags,  my 
lord  ?” 

“Oh,  yes,  my  friend.  I  have  changed  them  four  times  since 
leaving  the  coast.  May  I  ask  what  your  object  was  in  de¬ 
claring  who  we  were  to  our  enemies  just  now?” 

“It  may  appear  like  a  wild  freak  to  you,  general,  but  my 
idea  was  to  draw  Major  Sirr  and  his  fellows  on  in  a  hot  hunt 
after  us,  so  that  they  couldn’t  raise  the  hue  and  cry  against 
you  in  the  town  until  we  were  around  on  the  road  to  Dublin.” 

“It  was  a  bold  movement,  but  the  major  saw  through  it,  as 
you  see.” 

“He  did — confound  him! — but  we’ll  baffle  the  sly  fox  yet. 
Oh,  if  we  only  had  another  horse  like  Blackbird  here,”  said 
Captain  Rock,  as  he  fondled  his  splendid  steed.  “We’ll  have 
to  change  steeds,  my  lord. 

“This  horse  is  a  good  traveler  and  he  is  not  at  all  weary 
yet.  What  would  we  gain  by  changing  steeds  now,  captdin?” 

“I  was  thinking  of  a  bold  move,  but  you  must  not  risk  it 
except  on  a  steed  that  will  go  like  the  wind,  sir,  as  your  life 
is  too  precious  to  the  country  now.” 

“I  risk  my  life  every  day.  What  bold  move  would  you 
suggest  ?  ” 

“You  see,  sir,  Major  Sirr  and  his  hounds  will  be  certain  to 
be  on  the  watch  for  us  beyond  the  town,  and  all  the  way  to 
Dublin  for  that  matter.” 

“Yes,  it  is  evident  now  that  he  has  been  on  the  watch  for 
me.” 

“And  he  knew  you  well  in  former  days?” 

“Yes,  he  had  some  reason  to  know  me,  although  I  have 
encountered  him  safely  in  disguise  since,  my  friend.” 

“But  the  rascal  is  getting  keener  of  scent  every  hour  of 
his  life.  I  am  almost  certain  he  suspected  you  out  on  the 
road,  and  he  was  only  waiting  to  get  to  the  town  to  be  sure 
of  his  ganie.” 

“I  agi’ee  with  you,  Captain  Rock;  but  what  is  the  bold 
move  you  would  propose?” 

“It  is  very  dangerous,  Lord  Edward,  and  I  fear  you  will 
think  me  mad  to  propose  it.” 

“It  is  by  bold  movements  that  great  events  are  decided, 
captain.  Remember  that  I  must  get  to  Dublin.” 

“Well,  sir,  this  is  what  I  propose:-  You  will  assume  the 
garb  of  a  gentleman  and  ride  my  horse,  while  I  will  put  on 
the  servant’s  livery  this  time.”  * 

“That  is  simple  enough.  What  then?” 

“We’ll  ride  boldly  through  the  town,  giving  the  password, 
of  course,  and  say  we  are  just  from  Colonel  Tallon’s  house.” 

“But  how  will  you  get  the  password  for  the  night,  cap¬ 
tain  ?” 

“Leave  that  to  me,  sir.  Let  us  move  down  to  the  road,  as 
there’s  a  friend's  house  down  here  where  we  can  change  the 
clothes.  That  is  if  you  agree.” 

“It  is  a  bold  move,  captain,  but  I  cannot  suggest  anything 
better,”  answered  the  brave  Lord  Edward,  as  they  rode  back 
through  the  lane. 

Captain  Rock  rode  a  little  ahead,  keeping  on  the  alert  for 
foes  on  the  road. 

They  were  nearing  the  end  of  the  lane,  when  the  young 
Whiteboy  heard  the  clatter  of  hoofs  along  the  road,  and  he 
soon  afterward  espied  two  horsemen  galloping  toward  them, 
coming  from  the  direction  of  Colonel  Tallon's  country  man¬ 
sion. 

Drawing  back  in  the  lane,  and  inspired  by  a  new  idea  as  he 
beheld  the  glitter  of  the  accoutrements  of  the  riders,  Captain 
Rock  said  in  hasty  tones: 

“Did  you  ever  hear  of  Freeney,  the  highwayman,  Lord 
Edward?” 

“What  a  question  to  ask  at  this  time,  captain!  Yes,  I 

have.”  \ 

“Well.  I  am  going  to  play  Freeney  now,  and  you  are  my 


man.  We  have  no  time  for  explanation,  but  pull  your  hat 
over  your  eyes.  Out  with  your  pistols  and  follow  me.” 

Placing  a  black  mask  on  his  face,  and  drawing  his  pistols, 
the  daring  Whiteboy  touched  his  horse  with  the  spur,  and 
they  dashed  out  on  the  road  at  full  gallop. 

The  two  horsemen  had  just  reached  the  lane  at  the  mo¬ 
ment,  one  riding  a  little  in  advance  of  the  other,  when  the 
foremost  found  himself  suddenly  confronted  by  the  masked 
rider,  while  a  threatening  voice  cried  out: 

“HalUand  deliver,  mister  officer.  At  the  other,  Ned,  and 
down  with  him  if  he  raises  a  hand.” 

Lord  Edward  dashed  at  the  other  rider  with  all  the  spirit 
of  a  knight  of  the  road,  and  clapped  a  pistol  to  his  head  as 
he  cried  in  hoarse  tones: 

“Give  up  your  purse,  or  I’ll  stretch  you  dead  on  the 
ground.” 

The  two  riders  were  an  English  officer  and  a  dragoon,  and 
they  halted  on  the  instant  of  being  thus  confronted. 

The  officer  was  a  little  startled  by  the  sudden  appearance 
of  the  highwayman,  but  he  soon  made  a  motion  as  if  to  draw 
a  pistol  from  the  holster,  crying: 

“You  rascal,  I’ll - ” 

Before  he  could  finish  the  sentence  Captain  Rock  gave  him 
a  blow  on  the  side  of  the  head  with  his  pistol  and  knocked 
him  from  his  horse. 

Springing  from  his  own  steed  a  second  later,  the  daring 
Whiteboy  clapped  the  muzzle  of  the  pistol  at  the  head  of  the 
fallen  officer,  as  he  cried: 

“Give  in,  or  there  will  be  a  vacancy  in  his  majesty’s  ser¬ 
vice.  I  am  Freeney,  the  highwayman,  and  I  don’t  stand  any 
nonsense.” 

“I  surrender,”  gasped  the  defeated  officer. 

The  dragoon  also  made  a  show  of  resistance,  but  when  he 
saw  his  officer  dealt  with  in  such  a  rough  manner,  while  Lord 
Edward’s  pistol  was  within  an  inch  of  his  head,  he  held  up 
his  hands,  crying: 

“Don’t  shoot,  robber,  as  I  give  up,  but  you  won’t  get 
much  from  me.” 

The  two  soldiers  were  disarmed  and  secured  in  double  quick 
time,  and  Captain  Rock  then  proceeded  to  blindfold  them,  as 
he  whispered  to  Lord  Edward: 

“This  is  a  happy  stroke  of  fortune.  Lead  them  up  here  to 
the  cabin.” 

The  prisoners  and  their  horses  were  led  along  the  wood, 
while  the  officer  protested,  saying: 

“Why  don’t  you  take  our  purses,  gentlemen,  and  let  us  go 
on  our  way?” 

“What  fools  we  are,”  answered  Captain  Rock,  “so  that  you 
could  ride  tp  the  town  and  get  the  whole  garrison  out 
after  us.” 

“I  protest  to  you  that  I  am  on  important  business,  and  I 
would  not  meddle  with  you  again  to-night,  gentlemen,”  said 
the  officer. 

“Where  do  you  come  from?”  ! 

“From  Colonel  Tallon's  mansion,  a  few  miles  back  of  here.” 

“And  where  are  you  going  on  such  important  business  at 
this  hour?” 

“I  cannot  tell  you,  gentlemen.” 

“Well,  maybe  we  will  find  out  for  ourselves  before  we  are 
much  older.” 

Captain  Rock  was  examining  the  officer’s  pockets  as  he 
led  him  along,  placing  the  contents  in  his  own  as  fast  as 
possible. 

As  the  young  Whiteboy  drew  a  sealed  letter  out  he  glanced 
at  the  address,  and  then  turned  to  Lord  Edward  with  a  happy 
smile,  as  he  whispered  to  him: 

“Fortune  favors  us,  indeed!  This  letter  is  addressed  to 
Major  Sirr.” 

Lord  Edward  did  not  see  the  importance  of  the  capture  at 
the  moment,  and  he  merely  nodded  his  head  in  approval. 

They  soon  reached  a  small  cabin  a  little  distance  in  from 
the  road,  where  Captain  Rock  was  warmly  received  by  an  old 
peasant  and  his  two  hearty  sons,  all  of  whom  were  secret 
members  of  his  band. 

Having  placed  the  prisoners  in  charge  of  the  young  men, 
Captain  Rock  whispered  to  one  of  them: 

“Take  them  into  the  back  room  and  off  with  their  outer 
clothes  as  fast  as  you  can.  Don’t  let  them  see  anything  for 
the  world.  I  will  tell  you  what  to  do  with  them  before  I  leave 
you,  my  lads.” 

Captain  Rock  then  drew  forth  the  letter  addressed  to  Major 
Sirr  and  opened  it  without  breaking  the  seal,  as  he  said  to 
Lord  Edward,  with  a  droll  smile: 
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“1  suppose  you  think  me  mad  for  playing  the  highway¬ 
man,  sir?” 

“I  did  think  so  at  first,  but  I  begin  to  realize  what  you  are 
at  now.” 

“Read  that  and  you  will  see  that  we  are  in  great  luck,  pro¬ 
viding  you  are  willing  to  play  the  bold  part  to  the  end.” 

Lord  Edward  did  not  answer,  as  he  was  reading  Colonel 
Tallon’s  letter  to  Major  Sirr,  which  read  as  follows: 

“Dear  Major  Sirr — You  were  correct  about  that  infamous 
rebel  leader,  Fitzgerald.  I  have  just  received  positive  infor¬ 
mation  that  he  is  now  in  this  neighborhood  and  on  his  way 
to  Dublin  disguised  as  a  farmer. 

“The  rascal  has  managed  to  get  a  pass  from  me  under  the 
name  of  Thomas  Martin,  one  of  my  tenants;  look  out  for  him 
at  New  Ross  and  the  other  points  along  the  road. 

“I  am  organizing  a  force  tp  go  out  after  that  infernal  rob¬ 
ber,  Captain  Rock,  and  we  will  mob  the  hound  ere  long. 

“Seize  the  arch-rebel,  Fitzgerald,  and  we  will  hang  them  on 
the  same  gallows.  Yours  for  the  king,  Tallon.” 

“P.  S. — The  bearer  is  instructed  to  warn  the  officers  at 
New  Ross,  and  then  ride  on  to  seek  you  on  the  road  to 
Dublin.  '  T” 

When  Lord  Edward  finished  the  reading  of  the  letter  Cap¬ 
tain  Rock  asked: 

“What  do  you  think  of  that,  sir?” 

“I  think  it  is  most  fortunate  that  I  encountered  you  to¬ 
night,  Captain,  and  that  you  were  inspired  when  you  played 
the  part  of  a  highwayman.” 

“What  part  should  we  play  next,  sir?” 

Lord  Edward  smiled  and  pointed  to  the  inner  room  where 
the  prisoners  were  as  he  answered,  in  subdued  tones: 

“We  will  bear  the  letter  to  Major  Sirr,  and  I  will  be  the 
officer.  I  presume  he  had  a  pass  for  the  night?” 

“Yes,  sir,  and  here  it  is.  It  is  an  order  to  pass  Lieutenant 
Danvers  and  a  dragoon  on  important  service,  and  it  is  duly 
signed  by  Colonel  Tallon.  You  will  play  the  officer  and  I  the 
dragoon.” 

“The  greatest  danger  we  will  incur  is  the  chance  of  detec¬ 
tion  by  Major  Sirr,  but  we  must  risk  that,  captain.” 

“Then  we  will  get  ready  for  the  road  and  away,  sir.” 


CHAPTER  VII. 

ON  THE  DANGEROUS  JOURNEY  AGAIN. 

Captain  Rock’s  first  care,  after*  changing  clothes  with  the 
prisoners,  was  to  examine  their  horses. 

The  animal  on  which  the  officer  had  been  riding  was  se¬ 
lected  for  Lord  Edward’s  use,  and  he  was  strong  and  fresh, 
and  showed  points  denoting  good  speed. 

Taking  his  own  favorite,  Blackbird,  for  the  road,  the  two 
daring  men  set  out  on  the  dangerous  journey  again,  having 
instructed  his  faithful  friends  as  to  the  disposal  of  the  pris¬ 
oners  and  their  horses. 

The  Whiteboy  leader  did  not  rob  the  poor  dragoon,  but  he 
did  share  the  contents  of  the  officer’s  purse  with  his  friends. 

Having  obtained  the  password  for  the  night  from  the  dra¬ 
goon,  the  bold  riders  had  no  difficulty  in  passing  through  the 
town,  as  they  did  not  pause  to  explain  the  object  of  their 
mission. 

When  they  were  safe  out  on  the  highroad  again  Cap¬ 
tain  Rock  drew  up  beside  Lord  Edward,  as  he  said: 

“Now  comes  the  ticklish  part  of  the  game,  sir,  as  Major 
Sirr  is  sure  to  be  on  the  alert  ahead  with  a  strong  party.” 

“Well,  we  must  trust  to  fortune,  my  brave  friend.  If  I 
must  meet  the  rascal  face  to*  face,  he  will  detect  the  cheat,  as 
I  do  not  resemble  the  burly  officer.” 

“You  don’t,  sir,  while  I  will  pass  for  a  poor  unknown  dra¬ 
goon  any  day.  If  Major  Sirr  knows  Lieutenant  Danvers  I 
will  find  it  out  soon,  and  then  we  must  dash  through  them 
at  all  risk.  I*wish  you  would  ride  Blackbird,  Lord  Edward. 

“This  is  a  splendid  animal,  and  I  would  not  deprive  you  of 
your  steed,  my  excellent  friend.” 

“But  you  will  promise  me  one  thing,  sir?” 

“What  is  that?” 

“You  must  take  my  horse  if  we  happen  to  be  pressed  hard.” 

“I  will  promise  that,  hoping  that  my  own  steed  will  bear 
me  on  in  safety.” 

The  travelers  scon  struck  on  a  mounted  patrol  of  six  dra¬ 
goons,  but  they  passed  -on  without  any  trouble  on  giving  the 
password,  while  they  also  learned  from  the  corporal  in  charge 
that  Major  Sirr  was  at  a  village  tavern  about  four  miles 
ahead. 


Two  other  patrol  parties  were  encountered  before  the  trav¬ 
elers  reached  the  village  occupied  by  Major  Sirr  and  twenty 
dragoons. 

That  village  was  situated  in  a  deep  valley,  with  steep  moun¬ 
tains  on  each  side  of  it,  thus  rendering  it  impossible  for  the 
travelers  to  steal  around,  and  thereby  avoid  their  watchful 
enemies. 

There  was  a  light  in  the  tavern  as  the  two  travelers  rode 
boldly  into  the  village,  while  Captain  Rock  said  to  his  leader: 

“Remember,  sir,  if  I  call  out  the  word  I  said  you  will  dash 
on,  unless  you  see  good  cause  to  do  it  before.” 

“I  will  remember,  my  brave  friend,  but  I  must  request  you 
not  to  risk  your  life  too  rashly  in  my  behalf.  Fall  back  a 
little  now,  as  we  are  on  them.” 

Major  Birr  was  resting  in  the  back  room  of  the  tavern, 
with  a  bottle  of  wine  bfore  him,  when  the  travelrs  rode  up. 

Being  almost  ever  on  the  alert,  the  bloodhound  sprang  up, 
crying  to  a  soldier  at  the  outer  door: 

“Who  goes  there?1” 

“An  officer  and  a  dragoon,  sir,”  was  the  answer,  as  the  sol¬ 
dier  stepped  into  the  inner  room.  “Are  you  present.” 

The  major  had  his  troop  posted  near  the  door  of  the  tavern, 
and  he  had  given  orders  to  stop  and  hold  all  travelers  pass¬ 
ing  along,  without  informing  any  of  them  who  was  in  com¬ 
mand  of  the  party. 

Feeling  assured  that  the  daring  rebels  had  not  yet  passed 
along,  the  cunning  major  desired  to  scrutinize  all  those  thus 
seized  without  showing  himself  at  the  time. 

As  the  instructions  thus  given  did  not  apply  to  his  brother 
officers,  Major  Sirr  promptly  answered  the  soldier: 

“Certainly.  I  am  always  present  to  an  officer  in  the  king’s 
service.  If  his  business  is  not  too  urgent,  ask  him  in.” 

The  man  hastened  out  and  he  soon  returned,  leading  in  a 
tall,  full-beared  dragoon. 

The  major  had  taken  his  seat  again,  and  he  stared  up  at 
the  common  dragoon,  as  he  demanded,  in  gruff  tones: 

“How  now,  sirrah?  Are  you  an  officer?” 

“I  am  only  a  pi’ivate,  major.  Lieutenant  Danvers  awaits 
outside,  and  as  he  rides  in  haste  he'  begs  that  vou  will  excuse 
him.” 


“Do  you  know  me,  fellow?” 

“Yes,  sir.  You  are  Major  Sirr.” 

“Where  is  your  lieutenant  going?”  , 

“To  Dublin,  sir,  at  the  command  of  Colonel  Tallon.” 

“Hang  my  eyes,  but  the  lieutenant  is  an  old  acquaintance^, 
and  he  will  drink  a  cup  of  wine  with  me  ere  he  sets  out  for 
the  city..  Bring  out  the  cup  and  bottle.” 

The  disguised  Captain  Rock  seized  the  bottle  and  cup  anq 
strode  out  after  the  brutal  major,  who  was  advancing  td 
Lord  Edward,  as  he  cried: 

“How  are  you  Danvers?  What  is  your  haste,  that  you 
cannot  stop  to  take  a  cup  of  wine  with  an  old  friend?” 

Lord  Edward  was  on  horseback  out  in  the  middle  of  the 
road,  with  the  military  cloak  drawn  up  about  his  face. 

One  of  Major  Sirr’s  men  stood  near  him  holding  Captain 
Rock’s  steed. 

It  was  quite  dark  on'the  road,  as  the  light  from  the  tavern 
was  very  dim,  and  Major  Sirr  could  not  well  crutinize  the 
face  or  form  of  his  pretended  friend  as  he  moved  out  to 
greet  him. 

Speaking  in  very  husky  tones,  while  making  his  steed 
prance  at  the  same  time,  the  disguised  Irish  leader  replied: 

“You  must  excuse  me,  major,  but  I  am  riding  in  great 
haste.” 

“What  is  the  matter  with  your  voice,  Danvers?  You 
speak  as  if  you  had  a  fearful  cold.  Take  a  cup  of  wine.” 

“No,  I  thank  you.  \es,  I  caught  a  fearful  cold  on  the 
mountain.  Confound  this  horse,  as  I  cannot  hold  him.  Good 
night,  major,  as  I  must  be  on  the  road.”. 

r  <  0n  yelled  the  major,  as  he  sprang  to  seize 

Lord  Edward  s  horse.  “If  you  are  Danvers,  I’d  like  to.  see 
your  face. 

,,  1  c.lded  Captain  Rock,  as  he  sprang  at 

Major  Sirr  and  felled  him  with  the  bottle  H  8 

Lord  Edward  spurred  on  at  the  instant,  and  bold  Captain 
Rock  darted  after  him  on  foot  crying: 

“Come  on,  Blackbird.” 

The  Whiteboy’s  steed  made  a  sudden  bound  forward  on 
luanng  his  masters  order,  and  the  dragoon  holding  him  was 
hurled  aside  with  great  force. 

Then  on  dashed  Blackbird. 

Captain  Rock  did  not  wait  lor  his  horse,  but  the  good  ani¬ 
mal  was  soon  by  his  side,  while  on  ahead  rode  Lord  Edward 
ins  horse  making  splendid  time. 
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The  Whiteboy  sprang  on  Blackbird’s  back  while  the  animal 
was  still  in  motion,  and  then  raising  his  voice  to  the  highest 
pitch,  he  yelled  back:  ( 

“Many  thanks  for  the  bottle  of  wine,  major,  and- we’ll  soon 
drink  to  your  health.” 

The  tough  major  was  almost  stunned  by  the  blow,  while 
his  men  could  not  comprehend  the  .violent  action  of  the  pre¬ 
tended  dragoon,  not  dreaming  for  a  moment  that  he  was  a 
rebel  in  disguise. 

Indeed,  the  man  holding  the  rebel  captain’s  horse  was  the 
only  one  who  saw  the  blow  given  by  the  imperfect  light,  and 
he  had  received  such  a  shock  from  the  animal  that  he  was 
not  able  to  cry  an  alafm. 

When  Major  Sirr  could  gasp  forth,  he  pointed  to  the  road, 
saying: 

“My  horse!  All  ride  in  pursuit!  It  is  the  infernal  rebels!” 

Two  of  the  dragoons  lifted  the  major  to  his  saddle,  and  he 
spurred  his  horse  forward  as  he  cried  out: 

“On,  on,  and  spare  not  the  horses.  A  hundred  pounds  for 
the  man  who  will  strike  down  either  of  the  blasted  rebels.” 

Lord  Edward  pushed  on  for  some  distance  at  the  best 
speed  of  the  good  horse,  and  as  he  looked  back,  he  muttered: 

“The  gallant  fellow  is  away  safe.  This  will  offer  a  good 
chance  to  test  the  steeds.” 

The  Irish  leader  then  drew  up  a  little  until  Captain  Rock 
was  close  behind  him,  when  he  cried  out: 

“My  steed  flies,  captain,  and  I  had  to  pull  up  for  you.” 

A  merry  laugh  rang  out  from  the  Whiteboy,  and  Black¬ 
bird  was  soon  beside  his  companion  as  his  master  cried: 

“Drink  a  drop  of  the  major’s  wine,  my  lord,  and  then  I  will 
test  your  steed.” 

As  the  daring  man  spoke  he  drew  the  bottle  from  his 
pocket  and  presented  it  to  his  admiring  leader. 

Lord  Edward  seized  the  bottle  and  looked  at  his  friend  with 
a  gracious  smile,  as  he  remarked: 

“And  is  it  possible  you  brought  the  bottle  from  the  tav¬ 
ern  ?” 

“To  be  sure,  sir.  Don’t  scruple  to  drink  the  enemy’s 
liquor,  as  we  may  need  a  little  encouragement  ere  long.” 

Lord  Edward  raised  the  bottle  to  his  mouth,  as  he  cried: 

“Long  life  and  success  to  the  bravest  of  the  Whiteboys!” 
-  The  outlaw  took  the  bottle  back  and  raised  it  to  his  lips, 
as  he  cried: 

“Long  life,  health  and  prosperity  to  the  .noble  chief  of  the 
Irish  nation!” 

Putting  the  bottle  in  his  pocket  again,  the  Whiteboy  cast 
a  look  back,  saying: 

“They  are  pressing  on  after  us.  Now  to  see  what  your 
steed  is  made  of,  sir.” 

Captain  Rock  bent  down  and  urged  on  his  own  steed  at  the 
moment,  and  the  fleet  animal  bounded  away  ahead  of  the 
other  with  apparent  ease. 

Lord  Edward  spurred  on  his  horse,  but  when  he  saw  that 
Blackbird  was  leaving  him  at  every  stride,  he  cried: 

“We  cannot  match  you  at  all,  my  gallant  friend.” 

Captain  Rock  pulled  up  a  little  as  he  proudly  responded: 

“There’s  not  a  horse  in  all  Ireland  the  match  of  Blackbird, 
and  the  time  has  come  for  you  to  test  him,  sir.  Here  comes 
a  troop  of  the  enemy  against  us.” 


CHAPTER  vfal. 

BLACKEIRD  IN  FULL  SWING. 

When  Captain  Rock  perceived  his  foes  in  front,  and  called 
on  Lord  Edward  to  change  horses,  he  drew  up  his  own  steed 
to  a  canter  as  he  continued,  in  tones  of  the  most  earnest 
entreaty : 

“For  heaven’s  sake  do  not  hesitate  now,  Lord  Edward. 
Change  horses,  or  Ireland  will  be  without  a  leader  to¬ 
morrow.” 

“But  I  cannot  understand  why  we  cannot  pass  those  fel¬ 
lows  in  front?”  protested  Lord  Edward.  “We  have  the  pass.” 

As  if  in  response  to  the  question,  Major  Sirr's  party  be¬ 
hind  sent  up  a  volley  and  a  loud  shout  at  the  moment,  and 
each  of  the  fugitives  could  distinguish  the  loud,  hoarse  voice 
of  the  rnan-hunter,  as  he  yelled: 

“Tallyho,  tallyho!  Head  off  the  fox  in  front  there!” 

That  warning  cry  and  the  report  from  the  pistols  were 
borne  to  the  dragoons  in  front  on  the  still  night  air,  and 
then  a  responsive  voice  could  be  heard  beyond,  crying: 

“Tallyho,  it  is  in  front!  We’ll  head  off  the  fox  ere  morn- 

‘  „  ft 


Captain  Rock  was  already  springing  from  his  horse,  as  he 
cried  : 

“Blackbird  can  climb  the  steep  mountain  like  a  goat,  Lord 
Edward.  Up  with  you  on  him,  and  I  will  ahead  with  you  on 
foot.  One  moment’s  delay  and  you  are  lost.” 

Being  thus  urged,  the  Irish  leader  sprang  from  his  own 
horse  to  the  black  steed,  as  he  said  to  his  friend:  ‘ 

“They  are  pressing  on  us  in  front  and  rear.  Why  not 
charge  on  those  in  front?” 

“Don’t  you  see  there  are  over  a  dozen  of  them,  sir?  Look 
well  to  your  pistols  and  don’t  touch  the  bridle  at  all.  Follow 
me,  old  Blackbird,  and  look  to  your  steps.” 

Captain  Rock  dashed  up  the  steep  mountainside  and  the 
black  horse  ran  after  him,  sending  forth  a  friendly  neigh  as 
he  kept  close  behind  his  master. 

The  dragoons  in  front  were  not  more  than  fifty  yards  away 
at  the  moment,  while  Major  Sirr  and  his  party  were  dashing 
along  at  a  furious  pace  within  double  the  distance. 

Lord  Edward  looked  up  the  mountainside  and  he  muttered 
aloud: 

“He  can  never  get,  up  there.” 

“Don’t  fear  for  that,  Lord  Edward,”  said  Captain  Rock,  “as 
I'll  wager  my  life  Blackbird  will  follow  me  wherever  I  go.” 

“Fire  on  them!  Blaze  away  at  the  rascally  rebels!”  yelled 
Major  Sirr. 

The  party  in  front  sent  a  volley  from  their  pistols  up  at 
the  fugitives,  but  the  balls  fell  short  by  several  yards,  while 
Captain  Rock  yelled  back  in  defiance: 

“Go  to  blazes,  Major  Sirr.  If  you  want  to  take  us,  come  up 
after  us.” 

The  good  horse  which  Lord  Edward  had  been  riding  gal¬ 
loped  up  the  mountainside  after  the  black  steed  at  the  mo¬ 
ment,  sending  forth  a  shrill  neigh,  as  if  to  say: 

“We’ll  not  part  company  so  soon,  my  dark  friend,'  as  I  can 
climb  as  well  as  you.” 

Captain  Rock  turned  a  moment  to  look  back  at  his  foes, 
and  when  he  saw  the  riderless  horse  dashing  up  after  them! 
he  cried: 

“That’s  all  very  nice,  my  boy;  but  it  would  be  different  if 
you  had  a  man  on  your  back.” 

“Then  why  shouldn’t  I  go  on  foot  with  you,  captain,  and 
ease  the  horse?”  asked  Lord  Edward,  as  he  made  a  motion 
to  dismount.  “The  good  steed  will  follow  you.” 

“Stay  where  you  are,  sir,  as  you  are  only  a  feather  on 
Blackbird’s  back.  Cast  an  eye  on  the  rascals  below  now.” 

The  dragoons  in  front  were  the  first  to  reach  the  spot 
where  the  fugitives  had  taken  to  the  mountain,  and  five  of 
them  attempted' to  ride  up  at  the  order  of  their  officer. 

As  Captain  Rock  called  Lord  Edward’s  attention  to  them, 
three  of  the  horses  gave  way  in  the  steep  ascent  and  rolled 
down  again  with  their  helpless  riders. 

The  other  two  horses  struggled  up  a  few  paces  further, 
when  they  also  gave  way  and  rolled  back  to  the  road,  all  the 
riders  yelling  with  pain  and  apprehension. 

“Da,  ha,  ha!”  yelled  Captain  Rock,  as  he  clapped  his  hands 
in  glee.  “The  rascals  thought  they  could  follow  Blackbird, 
but  they  now  find  their  mistake.  They’ll  try  for  us  on  foot 
now,  sir,  and  you’ll  soon  see  Blackbird  in  full  -swing.” 

“It  is  a  brave  animal,  indeed,  and  he  is  not  blowing  in  the 
least.” 

“Not  he,  sir.  Give  him  his  own  way,  and  he’d  take  you  to 
the  top  of  the  Alps.” 

The  riderless  horse  was  still  plunging  up  after  the  black 
steed,  but  the  spirited  animal  was  blowing  at  a  furious  rate. 

Captain  Rock  kept  on  up  the  mountain  with  all  the  ease  of 
a  chamois  hunter,  while  he  looked  back  now  and  again  to 
watch  the  movements  of  his  foes. 

The  tireless  Major  Sirr  was  the  first  to  spring  from  his 
jhorse,  as  he  cried  to  his  men: 

“Twelve  of  you  dismount  and  follow  me  up  the  mountain. 
Let  six  of  the  others  ride  on  with  the  horses  and  inform  the 
garrisons  along  the  line  that  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald  and 
Captain  Rock  are  on  their  way  to  the  city,  disguised  as  Eng¬ 
lish  soldiers.  Up  with  you,  lads,  and  we’ll  chase  the  rebel 
hounds  on  the  mountain.  Tallyho,  tallyho!” 

“Tallyho,  tallyho!”  yelled  Captain  Rock.  “You  can’t  reach 
the  fox  this  morning.” 

Major  Sirr  was  an  old  mountaineer  and  he  led  his  men  up 
with  great  care,  selecting  the  easiest' path  for  the  ascent. 

He  did  not  expect  to  catch  the  .fugitives  before  reaching 
the  top,  but  he  did  hope  to  waylay  them  in  one  of  the  diffi¬ 
cult  passes  they  must  encounter  before  reaching  any  of  the 
public  roads  leading  to  Dublin. 

Captain  Rock  was  familiar  with  the  mountain  passes  in  the 
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neighborhood,  and  he  could  lead  Lord  Edward  to  the  city  in 
safety  by  making  a  broad  circuit,  but  he  knew  that  time  was 
all-important  to  the  brave  Irish  leader  that  night. 

Still  pressing  on  and  keping  an  eye  on  the  horses,  the 
young  Whiteboy  gazed  at  his  pursuers,  as  he  remarked: 

“I’d  like  to  have  another  whack  at  the  major,  Lord  Ed¬ 
ward.” 

“You  will  have  a  chance  at  some  future  day,  perhaps,  my 
good  friend,  but  it  is  not  necessary  to  come  to  blows  with 
him  now.” 

“Maybe  not,  sir,  but  I’ll  never  rest  easy  until  I  floor  him, 
as  I  feel  that  the  dog  was  born  for  mischief.” 

The  leader  looked  back,  as  he  rejoined: 

“They  are  pressing  up  very  well,  and  the  others  are  riding 
on  as  if  to  head  us  off.” 

“That  is  what  I  fear,  Lord  Edward.  We  will  have  to  get 
down  by  a  pass  some  seven  miles  beyond  here,  unless  we 
strike  over  into  Wicklow  Mountains.” 

“What  delay  would  that  cause?” 

“Seven  or  eight  hours  at  least,  sir.” 

“That  is  an  age  to  me  at  present.  We  must  push  on  to  the 
pass.” 

“Then  on  to  the  pass  we  go,  sir.  Glory  to  you,  my  brave 
fellow.” 

The  Whiteboy  addressed  the  last  words  to  the  riderless 
horse,  Avho  was  still  struggling  up  behind  Blackbird  in  a  gal- 
•lant  manner  when  they  were  drawing  near  the  top  of  the 
mountain. 

Casting  his  eyes  back  again  at  the  moment  Captain  Rock 
cried: 

“That  Sirr  is  a  born  fiend,  and  no  mistake.  See  what  he 
is  at  now.” 

Lord  Edward  cast  his  eyes  back  also,  as  he  inquired: 

“What  is  he  at,  captain?” 

“He  is  trying  to  skirt  around  the  side  of  the  mountain,  so 
as  to  head  us  off  at  the  pass,  sir.  Hear  his  signal  calling  on 
some  of  those  fellows  below  to  wait  for  him.  Ah,  why  didn’t 
I  make  sure  of  the  rascal  with  a  bullet  instead  of  the  bottle?” 

“But  we  should  be  able  to  reach  the  pass  before  them,  cap¬ 
tain.” 

“Remember  that  they  have  the  level  road,  sir,  while  we 
have  the  nigged  mountain.  I  will  take  a  short  cut  if  we  can.” 

They  soon  reached  the  top  of  the  mountain,  from  whence 
they  could  see  Major  Sirr  and  his  men  pushing  along  below, 
with  the  evident  intention  of  taking  to  the  road  again. 

Captain  Rock  secured  the  other  horse  and  led  him  along  for 
a  while,  saying: 

“I  will  mount  him  when  he  rests  a  little,  and  then  we  will 
away  to  the  pass.” 

“But  why  not  take  your  own  brave  steed  again,  my  good 
friend  ?” 

“Because  you  will  need  him  yet,  sir,  I  fear.  Keep  a  stiff 
rein  on  him  now,  and  away  we  go  for  the  pass.” 

The  two  fugitives  could  not  make  fast  time  across  the 
rugged  hills,  as  they  had  to  descend  and  climb  several  steep 
paths  on  the  journey  over  the  range. 

As  they  neared  the  pass  Captain  Rock  sprang  from  his 
horse  and  ascended  a  high  rock,  from  whence  he  could  get  a 
clear  view  of  the  road  below. 

He  had  scarcely  reached  the  top  of  the  rock  to  peer  over 
when  he  darted  down  again,  as  he  cried  to  Lord  Edward: 

“Gallop  through  as  fast  as  the  horse  will  take  you,  sir,  and 
wheel  to  the  right  when  you  strike  the  road.  Use  your  sword 
and  pistols  if  opposed,  and  trust  the  rest  to  Blackbird.  On, 
on,  I  say,  and  I  am  with  you!  Now  for  it,  my  hero!” 

Blackbird  dashed  into  the  pass  with  Lord  EdAvard  as  if  un¬ 
derstanding  the  words  of  his  master,  and  the  Whiteboy 
spurred  on  his  own  steed  to  his  utmost  speed. 

Two  horsemen  Avere  stationed  on  the  road  near  the  mouth 
of  the  pass,  while  Major  Sirr  and  a  dozen  dragoons  dashed 
on  from  the  left  toAvard  it. 

"Lord  Edward,”  cried  the  Whiteboy,  as  they  neared  the 
road,  “give  the  fellows  before  you  a  bullet  apiece  the  mo¬ 
ment  you  see  them  and  leave  me  to  deal  with  the  others. 
Now  is  your  chance,  and  then  on  with  you.” 

The  dragoons  at  the  mouth  of  the  pass  perceived  the  fugi¬ 
tives  at  the  moment,  and  they  sent  up  a  shout  as  they  spurred 
forward  to  intercept  them. 

Major  Sirr  and  his  party. answered  the  shout  as  they  urged 
on  their  steeds  to  gain  the  pass  before  the  fugitives. 

Holding  the  bridle  in  his  mouth,  Lord  Edward  took  aim  at 
one  of  the  dragoons  and  the  man  fell  from  his  horse,  crying:! 

*J  am  done  for.” 


The  Irish  leader  dashed  the  empty  pistol  at  the  other  dra¬ 
goon  and  the  man  fell  also,  but  Avithout  uttering  a  cry. 

“Well,  done,  sir,”  yelled  Captain  Rock,  as  he  spurred  on  hi. 
own  horse.  “Away  to  the  right  now,  and  don’t  Avait  for  me. 
on  your  life.  Away,  aAvay,  Blackbird,  and  get  into  your  full 
swing.” 

The  black  horse  did  dash  along  at  a  lightning  speed,  while 
Major  Sirr  and  his  men  rode  full  at  Captain  Rock,  the  fierce 
man-hunter,  yelling: 

“Down  AA'ith  the  villain!  Press  on,  press  on  after  the 
other!” 

The  gallant  Whiteboy  could  only  reach  the  road  about  ten 
yards  ahead  of  the  dragoons,  and  he  had  barely  time  to  fire 
his  pistol  at  the  foremost,  when  the  good  horse  under  him  re¬ 
ceived  a  bullet  in  one  of  the  hind  legs,  and  he  fell  on  the 
ground. 

Captain  Rock  \vTas  on  his  feet  almost  on  the  instant,  and  he 
sprang  to  the  side  of  the  road  just  as  two  of  the  foremost  dra¬ 
goons  dashed  at  him  Avith  their  sabres  uplifted,  while  one  of 
them  yelled: 

“Down  with  the  blasted  rebel!” 

Captain  Rock  darted  aside  to  avoid  the  bloAvs,  bringing  his 
own  sword  in  play  at  the  same  moment,  and  one  of  the  dra¬ 
goons  rolled  to  the  ground,  while  along  the  road  dashed  the 
riderless  horse. 

Making  a  dart  at  the  other  rider,  the  fearless  Whiteboy 
struck  him  from  the  saddle  and  sprang  on  the  horse  himself 
without  delaying  his  course  in  the  least. 

A  furious  yell  bui'st  from  Major  Sirr  and  his  felloAvs,  and 
they  sent  a  last  volley  from  their  pistols  after  the  daring 
Whiteboy  as  he  dashed  along  on  the  dragoon’s  horse,  Avhile 
he  rang  out  his  defiance,  crying: 

“You  haA7en’t  got  me  yet,  you  infernal  hounds,  and  you 
Avon’t,  either.” 

Lord  Edward  soon  pulled  up  on  not  finding  the  Whiteboy 
after  him,  and  he  then  galloped  back  at  full  speed,  as  he  said 
to  himself: 

“What  a  nice  comrade  I  am,  to  leave  the  brave  felloAv  in  the 
lurch!” 

The  riderless  horse  dashed  toAvard  him  at  this  moment,  and 
then  on  after  it  rode  Captain  Rock  at  headlong  speed,  yelling: 

“About  face  and  away  again,  sir.  Are  you  mad,  that  you 
turn  back  for  me?” 

“I  was  a  coAvard  to  leave  you  at  all,  my  brave  friend,  but — ” 

“On,  on,  Blackbird,”  cried  the  Whiteboy,  as  he  heard  the 
yelling  dragoons  rattling  on  close  behind  them.  “Now  is  the 
time  for  your  full  swing  in  earnest.” 

Blackbird  did  dash  on  again,  while  Captain  Rock  spurred 
his  steed  for  dear  life,  A\Thile  he  looked  back  and  muttered: 

“I  think  this  is  the  horse  in  the  race,  after  Blackbird,  and 
I’ll  get  all  I  can  out  of  him,  and  no  mistake.” 

Every  good  horseman  knows  that  certain  jockeys  have  a 
knack  of  getting  the  best  speed  out  of  a  good  animal,  and 
Captain  Rock  was  an  expert  in  horse  flesh. 

While  he  could  not  hope  to  keep  up  with  Blackbird  at  his 
best  speed,  he  did  not  expect  to  humor  the  good  horse  under 
him,  so  that  he  could  outstrip  the  heavy  dragoons  in  a  lono- 
race.  * 

As  Lord  EdAvard  had  not  the  slightest  idea  of  deserting  his 
brave  friend  at  that  critical  time,  he  soon  dreAv  up  again  un¬ 
til  Captain  Rock  Avas  close  behind  him,  as  he  cried- 

‘T  will  not  fly  from  you,  captain,  and  do  not  ask  me  to  do 
so.  Why,  Ave  are  gaining  on  the  rascals  as  it  is  ” 

“This  is  not  a  bad  one,  sir;  I  wish  you  would  dash  on  to 
the  side  road  mentioned,  while  I  lead  the  hounds  off  on  a 
wrong  scent.” 

“We  will  push  on  together  now,  friend,”  ansAvered  lord  Ed- 
Avard,  in  decided  tones.  “We  have  the  wooded  country  beyond 
^nd  we  can  soon  give  the  villains  the  slip.” 

The  two  brave  men  did  push  on  together,  and  they  baffled 
the  pursuers  before  proceeding  many  miles  on  the  journey 

Rally  on  the  folloAvmg  morning  they  reached  a  friendly 
taAjrn  on  one  of  the  side  roads  on  the  outskirts  of  Dublin 
and  the  weary  horses  were  put  to  rest  in  the  stable  wh  ft 
Lord  Eduard  hastened  to  change  his  disguise  in  order  to  pro¬ 
ceed  to  his  quarters  in  the  city. 

Captain  Rock  declared  that  he  would  rest  in  the  t-u-ern 
during  the  day,  and  start  back  to  join  his  men  at  nightfall 

said':  b,d(  mg  Lord  Edward  farewell,  the  daring '  Whiteboy 

hor  goodness’  sake,  my  lord,  beware  of  that  Maior  Sirr 
a8.,te  Moodhound  1  ever  met  in  mv  iff*  -  ’ 

I  m 11  hi eed  your  advice,  my  brave  friend."  rejoined  the 
lri;>h  leader.  "In  a  week  from  now  I  hope  to  take  the  field 
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at  the  head  of  an  Irish  army,  and  then  I  will  defy  all  the 
•English  spies  in  Ireland." 

"And  I  will  be  ready  to  join  you,  sir,  with  over  a  hundred 
true  men.  In  the  meantime  I  will  seize  all  the  arms  I  can.” 
«  “That  is  what  we  -need  most.  Farewell  for  a  while,  and 
be  assured  that  I  will  never  forget  Captain  Rock  and  his 
Whiteboys.” 


*  CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  WHITEBOY’S  PERIL. 

Captain  Rock  had  two  objects  in  remaining  near  Dublin 
until  evening. 

He  wished  to  give  his  horse  a  good  rest,  and  he  desired 
the  shelter  of  the  darkness  to  start  out  on  the  return  jour¬ 
ney. 

Having  rested  all  day,  the  young  Whiebov  rigged  himself 
up  in  the  lively  attire  of  a  horse  jockey,  and  at  the  dusk  of 
the  evening  he  went  out  to  the  stable  to  see  that  the  horses 
were  prepared  for  the  road,  as  he  then  intended  to  take  the 
dragoon’s  charger  back  to  the  mountain  with  him. 

While  Captain  Rock  was  talking  to  the  hostler  in  the 
stable-yard  a  gentleman  came  out  from  the  tavern  and  ad- 

*  dressed  him,  saying: 

“I  understand  that  you  have  a  couple  of  good  horses  here 
to  dispose  of?” 

The  young  Whiteboy  gave  a  searching  glance  at  the  gen¬ 
ii  tleman  as  he  replied: 

“I  have  only  one  to  sell,  as  the  other  is  bespoke  already, 
sir.” 

"Let  me  see  the  horse  for  sale.” 

They  walked  to  the  stable,  and  Qaptain  Rock  pointed  out 
the  animal  taken  from  the  dragoon  as  he  remarked: 

“There  he  is,  sir,  and  he’s  as  fine  a  roadster  as  you  ever 
laid  eyes  on.” 

The  stranger  cast  a  glance  at  the  horse  in  question,  and 
then  turned  to  admire  Blackbird  as  he  asked: 

“Are  you  certain  that  you  cannot  sell  me  this  horse,  my 
good  fellow?” 

“Not  for  a  fortune,  sir,  as  he  is  bespoke  by  Lord  Purcill 
of  Killarney.” 

“Where  did  you  get  him?” 

*  “Over  in  England,  sir.” 

After  a  little  bargaining,  the  gentleman  purchased  the 
horse,  and  then  rode  away  on  him  toward  the  city. 

A  closed  carriage  with  a  guard  of  six  dragoons  drove  up  to 

*  the  tavern  soon  after,  and  just  as  the  Whiteboy  was  about  to 
mount  his  black  steed  for  the  return  journey. 

Casting  a  glance  out  at  the  carriage,  Captain  Rock  saw  an 
officer  leading  a  veiled  lady  from  it  to  the  tavern,  and  he 
started  a  little  when  he  noticed  that  the  portly  man  doing 
the  honors  was  Colonel  Tallon. 

“Who  in  the  mischief  is  the  lady,  and  what  can  they  be 
stopping  here  for?”  the  Whiteboy  asked  himself,  feeling 
more  than  a  little  interested  in  the  unexpected  meeting. 
“Hang  me  if  I  mustn’t  see  what  is  gding  on.” 

Turning  to  the  hostler,  who  was  an  old  acquaintance,  he 

«  said: 

“Lead  my  horse  out  quietly  to  the  little  grove  by  the  river, 
Bat,  as  if  you  were  taking  him  for  a  drink.  Then  tie  him 

%  to  a  sapling  and  come  back  to  me.  Don’t  let  the  dragoons 
notice  you,  my  boy.” 

“Never  fear  that,  captain,  as  I’ll  take  him  back  here  by  the- 
lane.  "lhe  rascals  are  going  to  stay  a  while,  I  think.” 

As  Captain  Rock  was  well  disguised  with  a  red  wig  and  a 

*  beard  of  the  same  color,  he  strolled  boldly  into  the  barroon 

of  the  tavern,  where  some  of  the  dragoons  had  already  en¬ 
tered.  .  * 

Flourishing  his  heavy  riding  whip  in  an  unconcerned 
manner,  the  Whiteboy  advanced  to  the  bar  and  called  for  a 
glass  of  brandy,  winking  to  the  landlord  at  the  same  time, 
as  if  to  say:  .  , 

“I  want  a  few  quiet  words  with  you. 

The  landlord  was  summoned  to  an  upper  room  on  the  in¬ 
stant,  and  his  son  had  to  wait  on  the  dragoons  and  the 
Whiteboy. 

4|  While  ripping  his  brandy,  Captain  Rock  could  understand 
that  the  soldiers  were  going  t*>  remain  at  the  tavern  for  the 
night,  and  that  the  landlord  had  just  been  summoned  to  ar¬ 
range  with  Colonel  Tallon,  who  was  not  able  to  proceed  to 

*  the  city  with  the  lady  in  his  charge. 

*  “Who  is  the  lady?”  Captain  Rock  asked  himself,  bending 
hi:-  ear  to  listen  to  every  word  dropped  by  the  dragoons, 
whj]e  he  appeared  to  be  perfectly  indifferent  to  their  talk. 


But  the  dragoons  did  not  seem  inclined  to  talk  about  the 
lady,  and,  having  sipped  his  brandy,  the  Whiteboy  strolled 
out  to  the  stable  again,  where  the  hostler  was  now  busy  with 
the  horses  of  the  dragoons. 

Going  quietly  up  to  the  hostler,  Captain  Rock  whispered 
to  him: 

“Take  this  shilling  and  go  in  for  a  drink  for  yourself. 
Whisper  to  your  master  that  I  want  to  see  him  out  here  as 
soon  as  possible.” 

“More  power  to  you,  captain.  I  left  the  horse  as  quiet 
as  a  lamb,  with  only  a  cord  to  hold  him,  and  I’ll  have  the 
master  out  in  a  jiffy.” 

The  landlord  came  out  to  the  stable  soon  after,  and  Cap¬ 
tain  Rock  drew  him  aside  as  he  asked: 

“Who  is  the  young  lady  that  came  here  with  Colonel 
Tallon?” 

“Faith,  I  can’t  say,  sir,  but  the  poor  thing  appears  to  be  in 
sore  trouble.  The  old  rascal  is  keeping  her  a  kind  of  pris¬ 
oner  like.” 

“Is  she  young  or  old?” 

“She  is  a  young  lady,  captain,  and  as  purty  a  one  as  ever 
you  laid  your  eyes  on.” 

“Is  she  dark  or  fair?” 

“She  is  dark,  faith,  with  big,  sad  eyes  that  would  fairly 
burn  a  hole  through  one’s  heart.” 

“See  here,  Donnelly,  I  want  you  or  your  wife  to  whisper  a 
few  words  to  the  young  lady,  as  I  think  she  is  a  dear  friend 
of  mine.” 

“My  wife  can  manage  it,  captain,  as  she  is  making  the 
tea  for  her  now.  What  will  she  say  to  the  young  lady?” 

“Ask  her  if  her  name  is  Barrington.” 

“What  else,  sir?” 

“Then  whisper  to  her  that  Captain  Rock  is  not  far  away. 
Is  Colonel  Tallon  going  to  take  tea  with  her?” 

“To  be  sure,  sir.  He  is  watching  her  as  a  cat  would  watch 
a  mouse.” 

“Well,  Donnelly,  if  she  is  the  lady  I  know  the  mouse  will 
soon  slip  away,  and  you  must  give  me  a  hand  in  the  matter.” 

“A  pair  of  them,  captain,  and  a  heart  with  them  as  true 
as  steel.” 

“Then  go  in  and  tell  your  wife  to  be  very  cautious  in  the 
matter.” 

The  landord  hastened  in,  and  Captain  Reck  waited  im¬ 
patiently,  as  he  muttered  to  himself: 

“Can  it  be  that  the  villain  has  taken  Julia  Barrington,  and 
and  he  is  bringing  her  here  to  marry  her.  If  it  is  so  I’ll 
take  her  back  with  me  at  all  hazards.” 

The  impatient  Whiteboy  had  to  wait  in  the  stable  for  some 
time  before  the  landlord  appeared  again,  and  then  his  worst 
suspicions  were  confirmed. 

The  young  lady  was  Julia  Barrington,  and  Colonel  Tallon 
was  keeping  her  a  prisoner. 

“Oh,  captain,”  continued  the  landlord,  “when  my  wife 
whispered  to  the  darling  that  you  were  near  she  dropped  her 
cup  of  tea  over  her  gown,  she  was  that  flurried,  and  she  then 
whispered  to  my  wife  that  she  would  depend  on  you  and 
Blackbird  to  save  her  again.” 

“And  we  will  save  her,  Donnelly,”  answered  Captain  Rock, 
with  a  fierce  frown.  “You  will  get  the  dragoons  as  drunk  as 
fools: 

“That’s  not  an  easy  matter,  captain,  as  they  are  the  devil’s 
own  chaps  for  the  whisky  and  the  ale.  If  I  had  only  a  little 
doctor’s  stuff  now  that  wouldn’t  hurt  them  much.” 

“I’ll  supply  you  with  a  harmless  drug  that  will  set  them  all 
to  sleep,  and  you  must  put  a  little  in  the  colonel’s  drink  also.” 

“That  I  will,  captain.  As  they  are  all  heavy  drinkers  they 
can  only  blame  themselves  if  they  sleep  sound  until  morn¬ 
ing.” 

“Don’t  give  the  dose  to  the  colonel  until  I  tell  you,”  said 
Captain  Rock,  who  had  formed  a  plan  for  the  rescue  of  Julia 
and  for  the  punishment  of  her  abductor,  “and  I  want  you  to 
get  me  about  six  or  seven  of  the  stout  lads  and  true  to  help 
me.” 

“You  can  have  over  twenty  as  soon  as  you  like,  captain, 
and  they’ll  all  be  glad  enough  of  a  chance  to  get  a  whack 
at  the  soldiers.” 

Having  thus  arranged  for  the  rescue,  Captain  Rock  en¬ 
tered  the  tavern  again  to  assist  the  landlord  in  disposing  of' 
the  dragoons,  whom  he  invited  to  drink  at  his  expense,  an 
invitation  to  which  the  soldiers  readily  responded. 

While  the  Whiteboy  was  thus  engaged  another  party  of 
mounted  men  rode  up  to  the  tavern  at  full  speed,  and  into 
the  barroom  rushed  Major  Sirr  and  the  gentleman  who  had 
purchased  the  horse  from  the  Whiteboy,  followed  by  a  dozen 
dragoons. 
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“There’s  the  jockey  who  sold  me  the  horse!”  cried  the  gen¬ 
tleman,  as  he  pointed  to  Captain  Rock  on  the  instant. 

The  Dragoons  surrounded  the  disguised  rebel  before  he 
could  move  to  the  back  door,  and  Major  Si  it  advanced  on  him 
with  a  scowling  face  as  he  demanded: 

“Where  did  you  get  the  horse  you  just  sold  this  gentleman, 
you  rascal?” 

The  bold  Whiteboy  did  not  appear  to  be  the  least  alarmed 
as  he  promptly  answered:  ' 

“I  bought  him  from  an  officer  in  the  city  this  morning,  sir.” 

“Who  was  that  officer?” 

“Lieutenant  Danvers  of  the  dragoons.” 

“Confound  you,  you  rascal,  you  told  me  you  brought  the 
horses  from  England!”  cried  the  gentleman,  in  angry  tones. 

“Begging  your  pardon,  sir.  I  said  that  I  brought  the 
other  horse  from  England.” 

“Where  is  the  other  horse?”  demanded  Major  Sirr,  who 
was  watching  the  Whiteboy  with  the  keenest  attention. 

“I  just  sent  him  off  to  Lord  Purcill,  sir,  who  sent  me  to 
England  for  him.  What  is  wrong  with  the  horse  I  sold  this 
gentleman  ?” 

“He’s  a  government  horse,  you  rascal,”  replied  Major  Sirr, 
“and  he  was  stolen  from  a  dragoon  only  last  night.  Where 
in  Dublin  did  you  meet  this  Lieuenant  Danvers?” 

“I  met  him  at  the  Black  Bull  Tavern,  on  Kildare  street, 
sir.  Sure,  he  was  an  officer  and  in  full  uniform.” 

“Well,  you’ll  go  back  with  us  and  see  if  you  can’t  find 
him,”  cried  Major  Sirr.  “Who  was  with  the  officer  at  the 
time  ?  ” 

“A  big,  strapping  dragoon,  sir.  I’ll  go  back  with  you  and 
welcome,  as  I  was  going  into  the  city  in  any  case.” 

“Was  the  dragoon  mounted?” 

“He  had  a  fine  dark  bay  horse,  sir,  but  he  wasn’t  for 
sale.” 

“No,  I  don’t  suppose  he  was,”  grunted  Major  Sirr,  as  he 
motioned  to  the  dragoons  to  seize  the  prisoner.  “Landlord, 
do  you  know  this-  man  ? 

“Is  it  me  know  Larry  Foley,  major?  Sure  there  isn’t  a 
gossoon  from  here  to  Cork  that  doesn’t  know  him,  and  would 
go  bail  for  his  honesty  in  the  bargain.” 

“If  the  gentleman  can  prove  that  the  horse  was  stolen,” 
said  the  disguised  Whiteboy,  drawing  out  his  purse,  “I  am 
willing  to  give  him  back  his  money,  as  I’ll  soon  find  the 
officer  who  sold  him  to  me.” 

“If  you  find  him  you  can  keep  the  mohey,”  said  Major 
Sirr,  with  a  grim  smile.  “Who  else  hav^'  you  stopping  here 
now,  landlord?” 

“Colonel  Tallon  is  taking  tea  upstairs  with  a  young  lady 
relative  of  his,  major.” 

“Colonel  Tallon  here  from  Wexford?  Well,  I  declare,  but 
that  is  news.  Soldiers,  surround  the  house  on  all  sides,  and 
shoot  down  any  one  who  attempts  to  escape.  This  rascal  is 
the  famous  Captain  Rock,  or  I  am  much  mistaken,  and  the 
arch-traitor,  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald,  is  in  the  house.  Guard 
this  fellow  as  you  would  your  lives,  men.” 

The  dragoons  had  seized  Captain  Rock,  who  protested  that 
he  was  Larry  Foley,  an  honest  horse-dealer;  and  the  major 
then  turned  and  stared  at  the  tipsy  soldiers  who  had  accom¬ 
panied  Colonel  Tallon. 

The  fellows  were  all  seated  asleep  at  the  tables  as  the 
drugged  liquor  had  taken  full  effect. 

“Cunning  dogs,”  muttered  the  major,  as  he  grinned  with 
delight.  “They  are  playing  drunk  so  as  to  try  and  humbug 
me;  but  I  am'too  sharp  for  them.” 

Giving  orders  to  his  men  to  seize  and  bind  .the  sleepers, 
whom  he  believed  to  be  Whiteboys  in  disguise,  Major  Sirr 
then  called  on  six  of  his  fellows  to  follow  him,  while  he  ad¬ 
dressed  the  landlord,  with  a  mocking  smile,  saying: 

"Now  lead  us  up  to  the  room  where  Colonel  Tallon  is  tak¬ 
ing  his  tea.  Don’t  dare  give  a  sign  of  warning.  T  know  that 
your  guest  above  is  the  great  rebel  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald.” 


CHAPTER  X. 

MAJOR  SIRR  IN  A  MUDDLE. 

The  landlord  of  the  tavern  was  a  wag  in  his  way.  and  he 
was  highly  amused  at  the  idea  of  Major  Sirr  taking  the  guest 
upstairs  for  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald,  but  he  only  grinned 
to  himself,  as  he  muttered: 

"Glory  be  to  goodness,  but  ’tis  a  nice  muddle  the  man- 
hunter  is  getting  into.”  ' 

Captain  Rock  was  highly  delighted  at  the  turn  of  affairs, 
even  though  he  was  a  prisoner,  as  he  said  to  himself: 


“The  major  will  get  into  a  nice  scrape  with  Colonel  Tallon. 
and  then  will  be  my  chance  to  get  off  with  Julia.” 

The  bold  outlaw  was  not  at  all  alarmed  over  his  arre.-t. 
as  he  had  been  in  the  clutches  of  the  enemy  ere  then,  and 
when  there  was  not  the  least  doubt  as  to  his  identity.  T 

He  felt  confident  that  Major  Sirr  was  acting  at  haphazard 
when  he  denounced  him  as  Captain  Rock;  and  the  generour 
Whiteboy  was  resolved  to  bear  out  the  character  of  a  her  e 
jockey,  if  it  was  only  to  uphold  the  friendly  landlord  in  hi  -  f 

manly  stand.  .  ,  | 

The  merry  landlord’s  heart  was  bounding  with  suppressed 
humor,  and  a  broad  grin  was  on  his  manly  face  as  he  stole 
up  the  stairs  ahead  of  the  brutal  major,  while  he  said  to  him¬ 
self: 

“Talk  about  play-acting,  but  this  beats  all  I  ever  saw  on 
the  stage.  I’ll  soon  burst  if  I  don’t  get  a  chance  to  laugh 

out.  ” 

When  they  gained  the  head  of  the  stairs,  the  landlord  put 
on  a  solemn  face,  and  pointed  to  a  door  as  he  whispered  to 
Major  Sirr: 

“  ’Tis  in  there  he  is,  major,  with  the  fine  young  lady.” 

The  door  was  burst  in  on  the  moment,  and  in  rushed 
Major  Sirr,  yelling: 

“Shoot  him  down  if  he  offers  to  raise  a  hand.  Surrender, 
Lord  Edward,  in  the  name ‘of  the  king,  or  you  are  a  dead  • 
man.” 

Colonel  Tallon’s  back  was  turned  to  the  door  as  he  sat  at  ( 
the  tabje  confronting  Julia  Barrington,  and  Major  Sirr  had 
him  seized  by  the  collar  and  .with  a  pistol  at  his  head  before  4 
he  could  turn  round  or  utter  a  word. 

The  dragoons  rushed  in  almost  at  the  same  moment  and 
laid  violent  hands  on  the  supposed  Irish  leader,  as  they 
yelled: 

“Down  with  the  blasted  rebel!” 

Julja  was  a  quick-witted  girl,  and  she  took  in  the  situa¬ 
tion  almost  on  the  instant,  while  she  also  resolved  to  take 
advantage  of  the  unlooked-for  incident  in  her  own  behalf. 

Before  the  astounded  colonel  could  uutter  a  word  or  turn 
his  head  to  confront  Major  Sirr  the  lively  girl  sprang  up 
from  the  chair  and  blew  out  the  candles  on  the  table,  crying: 

“To  the  window,' my  lord!” 

The  blowing  out  of  the  light  served  as  an  excuse  for  the 
brutal  major,  who  had  secret  orders  from  his  masters  to  slay  t 
Lord  Edward  at  the  first  favorable  opportunity  offered 

Firing  his  pistol  point-black  at  the  colonel’s  head.  Major 
Sirr  yelled: 

“The  rebel  resists!  Slay  the  dog  without  mercy,  as  he  is  , 
armed  to  the  teeth!” 

The  bullet  struck  the  astounded  English  officer  cn  the 
back  of  the  head,  and  it  then  glanced  off  and  hit  one  of  the 
dragoons  on  the  hand,  as  he  was  grasping  the  colonel. 

Colonel  Tallon  fell  from  his  chair  on  the  floor,  dragging 
the  dragoon  and  Major  Sir  down  with  him  as  he  yelled  in 
fearful  tones: 

“Dang  your  eyes,  you  are  murdering  a  British  officer!  I 
am  Colonel  Tallon!” 

The  dragoons  were  pounding  away  at  their  victim  in  the 
dark,  and  Major  Sirr  was  feeling  for  a  chance  to  plunge  a 
dagger  into  his  breast,  when  the  familiar  tones  of  the  colonel 
burst  on  his  astonished  ears,  and  he  released  his  grasp  on 
the  instant,  crying: 

“Hold!  hold!  This  is  an  infernal  blunder.  I  fear.  Not  ' 
another  blow!  A  light  here  on  the  instant,  blast  my  eyes!” 

At  that  moment  the  highly-amused  landlord  rushed'  into 
the  room  with  a  candle  in  his  hand  as  he  yelled: 

“Murder  alive,  major,  didn’t  I  tell  ye  it  was  Colonel  TrHon 
was  in  it?  But  ye  wouldn’t  believe  a  word  I  said  Oh  mur¬ 
der!  murder!  tiny  colonel  is  murdered  outright!” 

“I’ll  kill  somebody  else  before  I  die;”  veiled  the  colonel  as 
he  struck  Major  Sirr  a  fearful  blow  in  the  face  “Mv  sword 
and  pistols,  till  I  slay  the  rascals!” 

The  muddled  major  regained  his  feet  and  dashed  to  the 
door,  yelling: 

Leg  pardon,  colonel,  as  it  was  all  an  infernal  muddle  I 
swear.  T 

“I’ll  muddle  you,  you  scoundrel.  Where  are  mv  pistols*’ 
You  infernal  hounds,  didn’t  you  know  that  I  am  vour  super¬ 
ior  officer.”  *  h 

The  last  words  were  addressed  to  the  mortified  dragoon* 
as  they  scrambled  out  of  the  room  after  the  major 

Placing  the  candlestick  on  the  table,  the  delighted  landlord 
raised  the  infuriated  colonel  from  the  floor,  as  he  cried: 

‘‘‘  Oh,  colonel,  dear,  the  major  wouldn’t  hear  to  me  when  l 
told  him  it  was  yourself  was  in  here  with  a  lady.  Sure  he 
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ms  your  men  below  all  bound  like  thieves  besides,  swearing 
they  are  Captain  Rock’s  Whitebovs.  Oh,  what  a  hole  in  your 

herd." 

'‘I'll  put  a  hole  in  nis  heart,  the  infernal  scoundrel,”  yelled 
the  colonel,  as  he  dashed  out  into  the  hall  and  then  down 
the  stairs,  with  his  sword  in  one  hand  and  a  pistol  in  the 
ocher.  “Where  are  you,  Major  Sirr?” 

The  major  had  regained  the  barroom,  and  he  hastened  to 
surround  himself  with  his  own  dragoons,  as  he  yelled  out  in 
reply: 

“I  beg  a  thousand  pardons,  Colonel  Tallon,  and  I  will  ex¬ 
plain  the  mistake.” 

Bursting  into  the  barroom  like  a  wounded  lion,  and  with 
blood  streaming  all  over  his  head  and  face,  the  infuriated 
colonel  dashed  at  the  trembling  major,  crying: 

“i’ll  have  your  life  the  first,  you  treacherous,  spying, 
sneaking  hound.” 

“Keep  him  back,  hold  him  off!  Colonel  Tallon,  I  will  give 
you  the  satisfaction  of  a  gentleman,  if  you  will  not  hear 
reason.” 

As  the  dragoons  formed  a  circle  around  the  major,  the 
angry  colonel  could  not  get  at  him  and  he  stormed  around 
the  dragoons  as  he  yelled  in  reply: 

"Yes,  come  out  and  give  me  the  satisfaction  due  an  offi¬ 
cer,  you  contemptible  panderer  to  the  hangman.  Hang  me, 
no!  I  won’t  fight  with  such  a  low,  contemptible  cur,  but  I’ll 
shoot  you  down  as  I  would  a  mad  dog.  Make  way  there!” 

And  Colonel  Tallon  made  every  effort  to  get  a  shot  at  the 
blundering  major,  who  kept  ducking  his  head  behind  the 
laughing  dragoons,  while  he  protested: 

“On  my  honor,  colonel,  I  had  the  best  of  reasons  for  sup¬ 
posing  that  I  was  attacking  the  infamous  Irish  rebel  leader, 

Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald,  and - ” 

"Do  I  resemble  the  blasted  Irish  rebel,  you  blundering 
hound  ?” 

“Your  back  was  turned  to  me,  sir,  and - ” 

“My  face  is  turned  to  you  now,  hang  your  infernal  eyes, 
and  come  out  here  and  fight  me  like  a  man.  Why  did  you 
dare  shoot  me  in  the  head  here,  when  I  had  not  raised  a 
hand  to  resist  you?” 

“The  lights  were  blown  out,  and  we  expected  a  desperate 
resistance,  my'  dear  colonel.  We  had  already  secured  the 
notorious  Captain  Rock  there,  and  six  of  his  men  disguised 
as  dragoons,  and  we  expect  there  are  more  of  the  Whiteboys 
lying  in  wait  in  the  neighborhood.” 

“Egad,  Major  Sirr,  you  are  the  king  of  man-hunters.  I  will 
get  up  a  petition  to  the'king,  and  have  you  sent  to  India 
to  catch  all  the  Sepoys  who  may  revolt  there.  Ireland  is  too 
small  a  place  for  one  of  your  extraordinary  powers.  Oh, 
you  are  a  treasure  to  the  king  and  to  the  government!” 

The  blundering  major  writhed  under  the  lashing,  while 
he  exclaimed: 

“Do  you  mean  to  say  that  those  drunken  rascals  are  not 
Whiteboys  in  disguise,  colonel?”  « 

“Egad,  no!  If  I  am  Lord  Edwai'd,  they  must  be  White¬ 
boys,  although  they  are  six  of  the  best  dragoons, in  my  own 
regiment,  and  they  have  just  escorted  me  from  my  country 
seat  in  Wexford.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  I  understand  you  also  cap¬ 
tured  the  famous  Captain  Rock  himself,  my  prince  of  man- 
hunters.  Where  is  the  infernal  rascal?” 

“There  he  is,  colonel,  and  I  feel  certain  I  have  made  no 
mistake  in  that  quarter.” 

Captain  Rock  was  still  in  the  grasp  of  the  dragoons,  and 
you  may  be  certain  he  was  enjoying  the  scene  before  him. 

When  Major  Sirr-  pointed  him  out  there  was  a  sly  smile 
on  the  face  of  the  disguised  Whiteboy,  and  he  cried  out  in 
jovial  tones: 

“How  do'  you  do,  Colonel  Tallon?  Did  the  bay  hunter  I 
sold  you  at  Clontarf  last  month  turn  out  as  well  as  T  said?” 

“Hello,  Larry  Foley!  and  is  it  you?  Where  is  Captain 
itock,  Major  Sirr?” 

The  blundering  major  was  now  thoroughly  nonplussed,  but 
he  blustered  forth: 

“That  fellow  before  me  is  the  notorious  Whiteboy,  Colonel 
Tallon.” 

The  colonel  cast  a  scornful  glance  at  the  blunderer,  and 
tb*  n  another  at  the  laughing  horse  jockey  ere  he  burst  forth 
in  the  most  unroarious  manner  possible: 

“Ha,sha,  ha!  Egad,  if  this  isn’t  the  richest  thing  I  ever 
gtnick’!  The  great  Major  Sirr,  the  famous  hunter  of  the 
rebels,  attempts  to  murder  me  as  Lord  Edward,  he  captures 
of  my  tipsy  dragoons  for  Whiteboys  and  arrests  Larry 
Foley,  the  well-known  horse  jockey,  as  the  famous  Captain 
Rock!  Oh,  this  is  too  much,  too  much.  Ha,  ha,  ha!” 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  LANDLORD  IN  TROUBLE. 

The  Whiteboy  leader  laughed  even  louder  than  the  colonel 
as  he  felt  himself  released  by  the  amused  soldiers,  while  the 
landlord  stood  at  the  door  holding  his  shaking  sides,  his  red 
face  bursting  with  humor. 

At  a  signal  from  the  landlord,  Captain  Rock  slipped  out 
into  the  hallway  while  the  officers  resumed  their  quarrel. 

He  was  then  met  by  the  landlady,  who  whispered  to  him, 
saying: 

“Come  this  way  with  me,  as  some  one  wants  to  see  you.” 

The  woman  led  Captain  Rock  down  into  the  cellar,  as  she 
continued: 

“Thevhouse  is  surrounded  by  the  dragoons,  and  no  one  can 
pass  out,  but  here’s  a  hiding-place  down  here  for  you.” 

On  entering  the  cellar,  the  woman  opened  a  secret  door, 
and  Captain  Rock  entered  into  a  small  storeroom,  used  by  the 
landlord  for  keeping  illicit  whisky,  where  he  found  Julia 
Ban'ington  awaiting  him. 

After  a  warm  greeting  the  young  girl  gave  her  friend 
an  account  of  her  adventures,  and  concluded  by  saying: 

“While  the  row  was  going  on  upstairs  I  stole'  out  and 
down  to  the  kitchen.  As  the  house  is  surrounded  by  the  dra¬ 
goons,  the  landlady  led  me  down  here.  Oh,  won’t  Colonel 
Tallon  be  wild  when  he  finds  that  I  escaped!” 

“He  will,  indeed;  but  I  fear  that  he  will  then  make  friends 
with  the  rascally  major,  and  they  will  burn  the  house  down 
to  find  us,”  replied  Captain  Rock,  with  a  serious  smile. 

“Would  you  advise  me  to  go  up  to  the  colonel  again  until 
Major  Sirr  goes  away?” 

“Oh,  no,  no!  You  are  out  of  his  clutches  now,  and  we  will 
trust  to  fortune  to  get  away.  Would  that  we  were  out  on 
my  good  horse!  Let  me  think  a  while,  and  we  will  baffle 
them  yet.” 

Colonel  Tallon  was  furious  when  he  discovered  that  Julia 
had  disappeared  during  the  scruffle  in  the  upper  room,  and 
he  hastened  to  seek  her  all  over  the  house,  knowing  that 
she  could  not  escape  therefrom  while  the  dragoons  had  the 
place  surrounded. 

Major  Sirr  also  proceeded  to  make  a  thorough  search  for 
the  horse  dealer. 

The  two  rascally  officers  soon  came  together  in  the  search, 
and  a  reconciliation  was  effected,  on  the  understanding  that 
the  horse  dealer  should  be  given  up  to  the  major. 

When  the  two  rascals  consulted  together  over  the  events 
of  the  night,  the  major,  who  was  a  keen-scented  detective, 
remarked :  , 

“Although  you  know  the  fellow,  as  a  horse  dealer,  colonel, 
I  am  still  positive  that  he  is  also  Captain  Rock.  The  dark 
horse  he  retained  is  the  famous  steed  the  Whiteboy  rides,  as 
sure  as  I  am  a  living  man.” 

“Egad,  major,  but  it  strikes  me  now  that,  you  are  right; 
and  the  girl  must  be  concealed  somewheres  here  in  the 
house  with  the  rebel  rascal.  How  are  we  to  discover  them?” 

“Leave  that  to  me,  colonel.  Let  us  go  and  see  the  land¬ 
lord,  who  is  suspected  of  being  a  rebel,  and  we’ll  drag  thej 
the  truth  out  of  him,  or  burn  the  house  down  over  his  head.” 

The  landlord  was  then  called,  and  the  brutal  major  ad¬ 
dressed  him  in  angry  tones,  saying: 

“See  here,  you  rascal,  show  us  where  Captain  Rock  and  the 
young  lady  are  concealed,  or  we’ll  burn  your  house  down 
and  take  you  to  prison  for  aiding  and  concealing  the  leader 
of  the  Whiteboys.” 

The  manly  landlord  rubbed  his  head  as  he  replied  with  a 
deep  sigh : 

“It  would  be  hard  for  me  to  show  you  where  they  are, 
major,  when  I  am  certain  they  both  stole  out  c-f  the  house 
while  you  were  rowing.” 

“Come — come,  you  lying  scoundrel,”  cried  the  major,  “we 
know  they  couldn’t  as  the  dragoons  were  posted  all  around 
and  they  are  on  guard  there  still.  If  you  do  not  show  us 
where  they  are  in  five  minutes  your  house  will  be  in  flames, 
and  then  we  will  have  them  out,  or  they  will  be  burned  alive. 
You  know,  fellow,  that  I  always  keep  my  word  in  such 
matters.” 

The  brave  landlord  did  lctiow  that  the  infamous  spy  was 
capable  of  carrying  out  his  threat,  and  he  felt  that  he  was 
in  a  fearful  predicament,  while  he  said  to  himself: 

“If  I  betray  brave  Captain  Rock,  they  will  hang  him  up, 
sure;  and  if  I  don’t,  he  will  be  burned  to  death  with  the 
young  lady.” 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

THE  WHITEBOY  FLINGS  OFF  THE  MASK. 

When  the  landlady  of  the  house  heard  the  threats  made 
Jo  her  husband,  she  slipped  quietly  down  into  the  cellar  and 
opened  the  door  of  the  secret  closet,  saying: 

“Gracious  goodness,  captain,  they  are  going  to  burn  the 
house  down  over  our  heads  if  we  don’t  give  the  pair  of 
you  up.” 

Captain  Rock  reflected  a  few  moments  before  he  remarked, 
glancing  at  Julia: 

“Then  if  we  don’t  appear  to  them  your  house  will  be  burnt 
down,  anyway  ? 

“That’s  how  'the  case  stands,  sir.” 

The  active  Whiteboy  then  cast  his  eyes  around  the  vault 
as  he  said: 

“If  I  mistake  not,  there’s  a  small  passage  leading  out  of 
here  ?” 

The  landlady  rolled  aside  a  large  barrel  of  whisky,  and 
pointed  to  a  small  trap  door  as  she  replied  in  eager  tones: 

“There  it  is,  captain,  and  it  leads  out  to  a  cave  on  the 
bank  of  the  river.” 

Captain  Rock  raised  the  trap  door  on  the  instant,  and 
looked  at  the  young  girl  as  he  asked: 

“Will  you  come  with  me?” 

“Indeed,  I  will,”  was  the  ready  response  of  the  brave 
young  girl. 

“Cover  the  trap  after  us,  and  keep  the  rascals  of  from 
applying  the  torch  as  long  as  you  can,”  said  Captain  Rock, 
as  he  descended  into  the  passage  with  Julia. 

The  Whiteboy  did  not  say  another  word  until  he  led  Julia 
out  on  the  bank  of  the  river,  and  then  remarked  to  her: 

“Now  to  call  an  old  friend. 

The  Whiteboy  leader  then  sent  forth  a  low  but  shrill  whis¬ 
tle,  which  was  responded  to  almost  on  the  instant  by  a  low 
neigh,  and  then  the  tramp  of  a  horse  was  heard  on  the 
green  sward  near  them,  while  the  man  said: 

“Here  comes  Blackbird.” 

The  good  horse  was  soon  by  the  side  of  the  daring  White¬ 
boy,  who  fondled  him  around  the  neck  as  he  muttered 
aloud: 

“Now,  for  a  brave  dash  at  the  enemy,  good  Blackbird,  and 
remember  that  you  have  a  treasure  on  your  back.” 

Without  asking  the  young  girl’s  permission,  the  outlaw 
placed  her  on  the  front  of  the  horse,  and  then  sprang  up 
behind  her,  saying: 

“Here’s  for  a  bold  dash  to  serve  a  true  friend.” 

Without  any  more  ado  the  daring  Whiteboy  faced  the  good 
horse  out  toward  the  road,  and  they  were  soon  dashing 
by  the  tavern  as  he  yelled  aloud,  in  a  voice  that  was  heard 
by  all  inside: 

“If  you  want  Captain  Rock,  Major  Sirr,  here  I  am.  Colonel 
Tallon,  if  you  would  win  Miss  Barrington,  ride  on  after  me 
and  rescue  her.” 

As  the  bold  Whiteboy  sent  forth  this  challenge  he  drew  up 
on  the  road  for  a  few  moments,  and  he  only  dashed  on  again 
when  the  astonished  dragoons  on  guard  outside  made  a  rush 
at  him. 

Then  away  dashed  the  good  horse  like  a  dark  thunder¬ 
cloud,  while  its  gallant  rider  yelled  back: 

“Come  on,  you  rascals,  and  see  if  there  is  a  horse  among 
you  able  to  cope  with  my  Blackbird.” 

Then  there  was  mounting  in  furious  haste,  a  scattering 
volley  was  sent  after  the  fugitives,  while  the  enraged  colonel 
cried  out: 

“Aim  low,  and  don’t  hit  the  lady.” 

Up  toward  the  Wicklow  mountain  galloped  the  Whiteboy, 
and  on  after  him  trailed  his  enraged  pursuers,  who  lost 
ground  at  every  stride 

When  the  fugitives  had  reached  a  point  about  halfway  up 
the  mountainside,  a  young  man  in  the  garb  of  a  peasant 
sprang  out  before  them  and  pointed  a  musket  at  Captain 
Rock,  as  he  cried: 

“Halt,  there,  and  give  an  account  of  yourself.” 

The  bold  Whiteboy  did  pull  on  the  instant,  and  he  cast 
one  sharp  glance  at  the  manly  form  before  him  ere  he  an¬ 
swered  : 

“If  I  mistake  not,  we  are  flriends.” 

“What  is  your  word,  then?”  demanded  the  sturdy  peasant, 
without  budging  an  inch,  although  he  saw  that  the  rider  had 
his  hand  on  a  horse  pistol. 

“The  good  cause  forever.” 

‘•Where  do  you  come  from?”  \ 


Captain  Rock  pointed  back  at  his  approaching  pursuers 
as  he  replied: 

“From  out  the  lion’s  mouth.  Major  Sirr  and  his  blood¬ 
hounds  are  on  my  track.” 

The  young  peasant  cast  his  eyes  back  also  as  he  asked  in  *? 
more  friendly  tones: 

“Then  who  are  you  at  all  ?” 

“I  am  sometimes  known  as  Larry  Foley,  the  horse  d^ale*-. 
but  to-rright  I  am  Captain  Rock.  Are  you  my  friend  or  foe?”  p{ 

As  the  daring  Whiteboy  asked  the  question  he  suddenly 
drew  his  pistol  and  aimed  it  at  the  head  of  the  young 
peasant. 

The  young  stranger  took  off  his  hat  on  the  instant  and 
turned  quickly  into  a  mountain  path  as  he  cried: 

“Follow  me  at  once,  brave  friend  of  the  true  cause.  I  am 
known  about  here  as  Michael  Dwyer.” 

Captain  Rock  turned  into  the  mountain  path  after  the 
young  peasant  as  he  whispered  to  Julia  in  confident  tones: 

“We  are  safe  now,  I  think;  and,  if  I  mistake  not,  we’ll  give 
the  rascals  behind  us  a  sharp  tussle  besides.” 

When  Major  Sirr  saw  the  black  horse  and  its  rider  dis¬ 
appearing  from  the  road,  he  drew  up  his  men  in  good  order, 
while  he  addressed  Colonel  Tallon.  saying: 

“We  must  look  out  for  an  ambush,  as  this  mountain  is 
infested  with  rebels.” 

The  skirmishers  had  already  passed  the  path  where  the 
fugitives  had  disappeared,  w-hen  a  rattling  volley  w-as  sud¬ 
denly  poured  down  on  the  dragoons,  while  a  manly  voice 
rang  out,  crying:  A 

“Down  with  the  English  bloodhounds!” 

Although  somewhat  prepared  for  the  assault,  the  dragoons 
were  thrown  into  utter  confusion,  and  a  dozen  saddles  were 
emptied  by  the  bullets  of  their  unseen  foes  before  they  could 
draw  up  in  any  order* 

Colonel  Tallon’s  horse  was  shot  under  him,  and  he  was 
hurled  to  the  side  of  the  road  with  great  force,  as  the  animal 
fell. 

The  assault  wTas  scarcely  made,  however,  when  Major  Sirr 
gave  the  order  to  retreat,  and  dowTn  the  mountain  road 
dashed  the  surviving  dragoons,  leaving  their  dead  and 
wounded  after  them. 

Colonel  Tallon  received  a  severe  bruise  on  the  temple  from 
the  shock  of  his  fall,  and  when  he  recovered  his  senses  again  < 
he  found  Captain  Rock  standing  over  him,  crying: 

“You  are  unlucky  again,  my  gallant  colonel,  and  I  w*iil  not 
let  you  off  so  very  easy  this  time.” 

The  baffled  colonel  was  then  dragged  up  into  the  moun¬ 
tain  path,  and  he  (soon  found  himself  in  a  rocky  rendezvous.  ' 
where  Julia  Barrington  and  Captain  Rock  were  surrounded 
by  a  host  of  rough  but  trusty  friends,  numbering  about 
forty. 

Four  or  five  of  the  rebels  hastened  to  procure  a  rope  on 
the  instant,  while  the  cowardly  poltroon  fell  on  his  knees, 
crying: 

“Oh,  spare  my  life,  good  Captain  Rock,  and  I  will  pay  you 
a  large  ransom.” 

“Not  for  all  the  gold  in  the  English  treasury,  vou  con¬ 
temptible  dog.” 

“But  I  am  an  officer,  and  I  claim  all  the  rights  of  a 
prisoner  of  w’ar.” 

“What  rights  or  mercy  do  you  show  to  the  unfortunate 
Irish  rebels  who  may  fall  into  your  hands,  you  vile  tyrant?” 

The  outlaws  soon  returned  with  a  stout  rope,  and  it  was 
then  secured  around  the  trembling  prisoner’s  neck,  while  he 
begged  for  mercy  in  the  most  piteous  manner. 

“Fling  the  dog  over  the  cliff,”  cried  Captain  Rock,  “and  I 
only  wish  that  we  had  the  scoundrel  Maior  Sirr  here  to  share 
his  fate.  Do  you  object,  brave  Dwyer?” 

“Not  I,  my  gallant  friend  from*  Wexford,”  promptly  an¬ 
swered  the  Wicklow  hero.  P  ‘ 

They  were  dragging  the  w-retched  man  toward  a  steep  cliff 
when  Julia  Barrington  approached  her  rescuer  ar.d  caught 
his  arm  as  she  asked,  in  low^  and  verv  earnest  tones- 

“Are  you  in  earnest.  Captain  Rock?” 

“Why  not,  miss?  Does  not  the  rascal  deserve  a  thousand 
deaths? 

The  young  girl  placed  her  mouth  to  the  Whitebov’s  ear  as 
she  answ-ered: 

“That  is  true,  mv  true  friend,  but  can  vou  forget  that  he  is 
your  half-bother?” 

Captain  Rock  started  back  in  amazement  and  stared  at 
Julia  as  he  asked: 

“Did  you  know-  that?  Tme.  true,  I  must  not  forget  that 
we  had  the  same  mother,  though  the  scoundrel  betraved  mv 
good  father.” 
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And  the  Whiteboy  leader  darted  away  to  save  the  wretched 
prisoner,  just  as  the  rebels  of  the  mountain  were  about  to 
hurl  him  over  the  high  cliff. 

After  staying  the  execution,  Captain  Rock  did  not  speak 
a  word  to  the  prisoner,  but  he  turned  to  Michael  Dwyer,  as 
he  said  to  him: 

“Do  not  injure  that  hound,  but  keep  him  a  safe  prisoner. 
Xow  let  us  to  Dublin,  to  strike  a  good  blow  for  the  noble 
Lord  Edward.” 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


THE  ATTACK  ON  LORD  EDWARD. 

I 

Realizing  that  it  would  be  impossible  to  force  their  way  to 
the  immediate  assistance  of  Lord  Edward,  Captain  Rock  and 
Dwyer  hastened  away  to  rally  his  friends  for  a  rescue. 

In  the  meantime  Lord  Edward  was  sleeping  calmly  in 
Dublin,  While  the  human  bloodhounds  were  drawing  around 
the  house,  and  so  quietly  did  Major  Sirr  move  with  his  men 
that  none  of  the  inmates  were  warned  of  their  approach. 

While  the  treacherous  spy  thus  approached  his  intended 
victim,  he  was  careful  to  keep  himself  surrounded  by  the 
soldiers,  as  he  was  fearful  of  another  surprise  on  the  part 
of  those  who  had  defeated  him  on  the  previous  night. 

The  brave  Irish  leader  was  resting  calmly  after  the 
fatigues  of  the  previous  night,  when  a  crowd  of  his  enemies 
burst  into  the  bedroom  and  commenced  to  assail  him  with 
swords,  guns,  and  pistols,  without  once  calling  on  him  to 
surrender,  as  it  was  their  duty  to  do. 

Realizing  almost  on  the  instant  of  awakening  that  his 
cowardly  assailants  intended  to  slay  him  on  the  spot,  Lord 
Edward  sprang  from  his  bed  and  commenced  a  desperate 
resistance,  intending  to  sell  his  life  as  dearly  as  possible. 

The  only  Weapon  within  the  patriot’s  grasp  was  a  dagger, 
which  he  always  carried  about  him,  and  with  that  weapon  the 
brave  man  struck  out  right  and  left,  wounding  several  of  his 
cowardly  assailants. 

The  brutal  soldiers  then  sprang  into  the  room  in  over¬ 
powering  numbers,  hacking  the  brave  man  with  their  swords 
while  some  of  them  endeavored  to  bear  him  to  the  floor  and 
overpower  him. 

The  desperate  struggle  was  kept  on  for  fully  ten  minutes, 
Lord  Edward  using  his  dagger  with  fearful  effect  as  he 
struggled  like  a  wild  animal  at  bay  to  hurl  his  enemies  aside 
and  reach  the  staircase  outside. 

The  brave  man  did  succeed  in  reaching  the  door,  while  the 
brutal  soldiers  clung  to  him  by  the  arms  and  legs  like  so 
many  bulldogs,  striving  the  while  to  force  him  to  the  floor 
and  finish  their  work. 

While  this  terrible  work  was  going  on  Major  Sirr  kept 
outside  on  the  landing  watching  his  opportunity  to  carry  out 
his  threats  against  the  Irish  leader. 

Lord  Edward  had  succeeded  in  hurling  some  of  his  assail¬ 
ants  aside,  when  the  brutal  major  took  aim  with  his  pistol 
and  fired. 

The  weapon  was  loaded  with  two  balls,  and  they  both  took 
effect  in  the  hero’s  shoulder,  yet  he  continued  to  struggle, 
like  a  wounded  boar  at  bay,  until,  he  was  knocked  insensible 
beneath  the  clubbed  muskets  of  his  assailants.- 

When  the  insensible  hero  was  thus  lying  at  the  mercy  of 
his  assailants,  and  being  urged  on  by  Major  Sirr,  who  still 
feared  to  anproach  the  wounded  man,  a  brutal  drummer  gave 
him  a  cruel  stab  in  the  neck  with  a  bayonet. 

On  being  assured  that  Jiis  victim  was  helpless  and  dying, 
Maior  Sirr  approached  the  prostrate  man,  crying: 

“Miserable  rebel,  I  swore  I  would  have  your  life,  and  I 
have  kept  my  oath.  Thus  perish  all  the  Irish  enemies  of  the 
king!” 

,  The  heroic  Irish  leader  gave  no  sign  of  life,  but  the  vital 
spark  had  not  fled. 

While  the  fearful  struggle  was  going  on,  the  English 
troops  continued  to  flock  to  the  adjoining  streets  until  a  full 
army  was  massed  in  the  neighborhood  of  the  house  where 
L&d  Edward  was  lying. 

Major  Sirr  would  have  made  certain  of  Lord  Edward’s 
death  if  a  merciful  officer  had  not  appeared  and  ordered  the 
wounded  man  to  be  borne  to  prison. 

The  rebels  of  Dublin  were  rallying  in  the  meantime,  and 
several  de.  perate  charges  were  made  by  them  on  the  soldiers. 

But  all  the  efforts  of  the  patriots  to  rescue  the  dying  man 


were  in  vain,  and  he  was  taken  from  the  house  and  carried 
to  prison  surrounded  by  an  immense  body  of  troops. 

Captain  Rock  was  foremost  in  the  charges  made  on  the 
troops,  forgetting  all  about  Julia  in  the  excitement  of  the 
moment. 

When  Lord  Edward  was  lodged  in  the  strong  prison,  where 
a  large  body  of  troops  still  kept  guard  over  him,  the  patriots 
dispei’sed  for  the  night,  having  resolved  to  attempt  the 
rescue  of  their  leader  should  he  survive  his  terrible  wounds. 

Captain  Rock  then  sought  Julia,  and  when  he  could  not 
find  her,  he  became  feai’ful  that  the  brave  girl  had  fallen  in 
the  struggles  with  the  soldiers. 

While  thus  engaged  the  Whiteboy  met  Michael  Dwyer, 
who  informed  him  that  Colonel  Tall  on  had  escaped  from  the 
mountain  on  the  previous  night  and  that  he  was  then  in 
Dublin  and  that  he  believed  that  he  had  Miss  Barrington 
with  him. 

Being  still  disguised  as  a  beggarman,  Captain  Rock  started 
out  with  Dwyer  in  search  of  Julia  or  of  Colonel  Tallon,  as 
the  Whiteboy  felt  assured  that  the  unprincipled  officer  had 
something  to  do  with  the  young  girl’s  disappearance. 

The  two  friends  soon  learned  that  Colonel  Tallon  owned 
an  old  mansion  in  the  suburbs  of  the  city,  and  they  hastened 
to  be  close  to  the  cottage  where  Lady  Fitzgerald,  who  was  on 
her  way  to  Dublin  to  join  her  husband,  had  sought  refuge 
for  the  night. 

The  news  of  the  arrest  of  the  brave  Lord  Edward  soon 
spread  all  over  the  city  and  the  neighboi'hood,  but  very  few 
had  yet  learned  of  the  brutal  manner  in  which  he  had  been 
treated  by  his  captors. 

As  Captain  Rock  and  Michael  Dwyer  were  hastening  along 
‘they  encountered  a  young  man  whose  frantic  actions  at¬ 
tracted  their  attention  on  the  instant. 

On  drawing  closer  to  the  young  man  Captain  Rock  at  once 
recognized  him. 

It  was  poor  Lady  Fitzgerald,  who  had  just  heard  of  the 
arrest  of  her  husband,  and  who  was  then  hastening  disguised 
to  the  city  to  learn  the  full  particulars. 

The  Whiteboy  stopped  the  lady  on  the  instant,  saying: 

“My  dear  sir,  if  you  will  take  the  advice  of  a  friend  you 
will  not  go  into  the  city  at  present.” 

The  devoted  woman  recognized  Captain  Rock,  and  a  deep 
sigh  escaped  from  her  as  she  asked: 

“Is  it  true  that  he  has  been  arrested?” 

“It  is  too  true,  noble  sir;  but  do  not  despair,  as  there  are 
brave  hearts  who  are  pledged  to  rescue  him  ere  long.  If  you 
will  but  take  the  advice  of  a  devoted  friend  you  will  return 
to  your  home,  as  the  bloodhounds  are  out  in  the  city,  and 
they  would  not  hesitate  in  consigning  you  to  a  dungeon  also.” 

The  afflicted  lady  did  not  know  that  her  brave  husband 
was  then  in  a  dying  state,  and  Captain  Rock  prevailed  upon 
her  to  return  to  the  cottage  for  the  night. 

While  they  were  walking  back  the  road  together,  Julia's 
name  was  mentioned,  and  Captain  Rock  then  told  of  her 
strange  disappearance. 

Forgetting  her  own  grave  trial  for  the  moment,  the  noble 
wife  became  deeply  interested,  and  she  said: 

“Colonel  Tallon’s  house  is  just  up  the  road,  and  my  friends 
at  the  cottage  informed  me  that  lie  arrived  there  to-night  in 
7  carriage.” 

The  information  thus  received  was  sufficient  for  Captain 
Rock  and  his  friend. 

Having  ea^w.ed  Lady  Fitzgerald  to  the  cottage,  and  hav¬ 
ing  assured  her  that  evei’y  effort  would  be  made  for  the 
rescue  of  Lord  Edward,  they  hastened  toward  the  old  man¬ 
sion  where  they  believed  Julia  was  held  a  prisoner. 

On  passing  along  the  road  Captain  Rock  could  perceive 
that  several  dragoons  were  quartered  in  the  old  mansion,  and 
that  four  of  them  were  stationed  as  sentinels  around  the 
place. 

The  presence  of  the  armed  men  did  not  discourage  Captain 
Rock  and  his  companion,  and  after  a  brief  consultation,  they 
made  up  their  minds  to  enter  the  old  mansion  at  all  hazards 
and  attempt  the  rescue  of  the  brave  girl. 

When  Julia,  although  disguised  as  a  peasant  girl,  was 
captured  by  Colonel  Tallon  during  the  excitement  of  the 
attack  on  Lord  Edward,  all  her  thoughts  were  centered  on 
that  unfortunate  nobleman,  and  she  bitterly  bemoaned  her 
fate  in  not  being  able  to  inform  him  that  the  brutal  spy  was 
again  on  his  track. 

While  they  were  bearing  her  along  in  the  carriage  through 
the  city,  the  devoted  girl  consoled  herself  with  the  hope  that 
Captain  Rock  and  other  friends  would  be  on  the  alert  against 
the  spies,  and  that  they  would  give  Lord  Edward  timely 
notice  of  their  approach. 
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On  reaching  the  old  mansion  Julia  found  herself  in  a  place 
that  was  quite  familiar  to  her,  as  she  had  often  stopped 
there  during  her  early  visits  to  the  city. 

On  entering  the  house  Colonel  Tallon  led  the  young  girl 
up  to  a  room  on  the  second  floor,  and  he  then  gave  orders 
that  a  supper  should  be  prepared  as  soon  as  possible. 

As  Julia  did  not  desoair  of  again  escaping  from  the  power 
of  her  designing  cousin,  she  did  not  assume  an  injured  air 
with  the  wretch,  but  contented  herself  with  teasing  him  in 
the  coldest  manner. 

While  they  were  waiting  for  the  meal,  Colonel  Tallon 
joked  the  young  girl  about  her  disguise,  saying: 

“What  has  come  over  you,  young  lady,  that  you  must  wan¬ 
der  around  Dublin  in  that  trim  ?  Indeed  I  think  you  are  a 
fit  subject  for  a  madhouse.” 

The  young  girl  cast  a  scornful  glance  on  the  officer  as  she 

replied 

“You  have  persecuted  me  enough  to  drive  me  mad,  but  I 
hope  to  survive  all  my  trials  and  live  to  see  you  sorely  pun¬ 
ished  yet.” 

A  scornful  laugh  burst  from  Colonel  Tallon,.  and  he  sneer- 

ingly  asked: 

“Do  you  expect  Captain  Rock  to  rescue  you  again?” 

“I  do.  Cunning  as  you  have  been,  I  will  wager  my  life  that 
my  brave  friend  will  discover  where  I  am  to-night  and  rescue 

me  before  morning.” 

Another  scornful  laugh  burst  from  the  officer,  and  he 

replied : 

“And  I  will  wager  my  life  the  infernal  rebel  and  all  jiis 
friends  will  be  arrested  or  slain  before  morning,  as  I  am 
certain  that  Major  Sirr  was  on  the  track  of  the  rebel  leader 
to-night.” 

“Then  it  is  your  place  to  be  with  the  spy,  as  such  work  is. 
more  fitting  for  you  than  kidnapping  young  ladies.” 

Julia  then  turned  away  in  disgust  and  refused  to  hold 
further  conversation  with  the  wretch. 

The  young  girl  did  not  refuse  to  partake  of  the  supper 
placed  before  her,  however,  as  she  felt  that  it  would  be  well 
to  nourish  all  her  strength  and  courage  for  the  trials  before 
her. 

Soon  after  supper  was  over  Colonel  Tallon  entered  the 
room  and  appiroached  Julia  with  a  triumphant  air,  saying: 

“I  am  happy  to  inform  you  that  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald 
has  been  wounded  and  captured,  and  all  his  vile  crew  have 
been  slain  or  dispersed.” 

Julia  shuddered  as  she  looked  up  at  her  cousin’s  face,  for 
she  felt  that  the  wretch  was  telling  the  truth. 

Giving  vent  to  another  mocking  laugh  of  triumph,  Colonel 
Tallon  continued: 

“The  great  rebellion  is  over  now,  your  friends  are  killed 
or  scattered,  and  you  must  become  my  wife.” 

Julia  sprang  from  the  chair  and  confronted  the  man  with 
flashing  eyes,  and  she  exclaimed: 

“I  will  die  ere  I  become  your  wife.  Something  whisper0 
to  me  that  Captain  Rock  is  not  dead  yet,  and  I  warn  you  to 
beware  of  him.” 

“That  is  nonsense,  Julia.  If  the  fellow  should  be  alive, 
what  have  I  to  fear  from  a  miserable  rebel  who  would  be 
compelled  to  fly  for  his  life?” 

“You  were  in  his  power  before,”  responded  the  brave  girl, 
“and  he  would  have  put  you  to  death,  as  you  deserve,  if  I 
had  not  pleaded  for  you.  Beware,  Colonel  Tallon,  as  I  tell 
you  that  Captain  Rock  has  a  long  account  to  settle  with  you, 
and  I  will  not  plead  for  you  again.” 

“I  defy  the  rebel  dog,  and  I  will  soon  have  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  him  swinging  on  the  gallows.  You  say  he  has  a  long 
account  to  settle  with  me,  girl.  Who  is  the  wretch,  I  ask 
you  ?” 

Before  Julia  could  reply  a  heavy  hand  was  laid  on  Colonel 
Tallon's  shoulder,  and  he  felt  the  cold  barrel  of  a  pistol  at 
the  side  of  his  head  at  the  same  moment,  while  a  harsh  voice 
hissed  into  his  ear: 

“I  will  answer  that  question,  Colonel  Tallon.  Raise  a 
single  cry  of  alarm,  and  it  will  b£  the  last  vou  will  ever 
utter.” 

A  low  and  joyous  exclamation  burst  from  Julia  as  she 
recognized  the  intruder,  who  was  no  other  than  Captain 
Rock,  in  the  disguise  of  a  beggar. 

Colonel  Tallon  recognized  the  voice  of  his  enemy,  also,  and 
his  limbs  trembled  beneath  him,  as  he  faltered  forth: 

“Don't  murder  me,  Captain  Rock,  as  1  have  a  troop  of 
dragoons  in  the  house,  and  a  shot  would  be  a  signal  for  vour 
own  destruction.” 

Another  pair  of  hands  grasped  t^e  officer  from  behind  at 


the  moment,  while  Captain  Rock  confronted  him  with  the- 
pistol,  saying: 

“We  are  prepared  to  risk  an  encounter  with  your  dragoon-, 
but  he  assured  that  you  will  be  the  first  to  suffer.  Do  you 
wish  to  know  who  I  arn?” 

The  officer  stared  at  the  Whitebov,  and  his  face  grew  paler 
still  as  he  fancied  he  recognized  a  voice  that  was  familiar  to 
him  in  other  days,  while  he  gasped  forth: 

“Who  are  you?” 

The  young  Whiteboy  drew  the  rough  beard  from  his  face, 
and  presented  a  countenance  that  was  well  known  to  Colonel 
Tallon.  as  he  demanded: 

“Do  you  know  me  now?” 

The  officer  staggered  back,  and  he  would  have  fallen  on 
the  floor  if  Michael  Dwyer  had  not  upheld  him,  while  he 
gasped  forth: 

“ ’Tis  Richard  Byrne!” 

The  young  Whiteboy  cast  a  hateful  glance  at  his  enemy, 
still  holding  the  pistol  pointed  at  his  head  as  he  responded: 

“Yes,  I  am  Richard  Byrne,  your  half  brother.  I  am  the  son 
of  the  man  who  married  your  mother,  and  whom  you  hunted 
to  a  felon’s  death,  so  that  you  could  claim  his  property.  I 
am  here  now  to  avenge  my  wrongs.” 

Colonel  Tallon  trembled  the  more,  and  he  cast  an  appeal¬ 
ing  glance  on  Julia,  as  he  muttered  aloud: 

“I  was  certain  chat  he  died  in  France.” 

“I  did  not  die  in  France,  although  I  was  reported  dead  on 
the  field  of  battle.  I  am  here  in  Ireland  now,  to  strike  for 
freedom  and  for  vengeance.  1  would  have  spared  you,  you 
contemptible  wretch,  for  the  sake  of  my  mother’s  memory, 
were  it  not  for  this  last  attempt  against  your  good  cousin 
here.  Now  you  must  die.” 

As  Colonel  Tallon  stared  at  the  stern  face  of  the  yov 
man  he  had  injured  so  much,  a  deadly  fear  came  over  I. 
and  he  gasped  forth  again: 

“Would  you  murder  your  own  brother  in  cold  blood?” 

“You  are  no  brother  of  mine,  hound.  Did  you  not  hunt  l 
own  father  to  death  ?  Would  you  not  consign  me  to  the  g; 
lows  to-morrow  if  you  had  the  chance?  You  will  die  ere 
leave  this  house,  and  I  will  bear  the  young  lady  away  in  spi 
of  all  your  dragoons.” 

Another  fearful  groan  escaped  fix>m  the  terrified  wretch 
and  he  cast  an  imploring  glance  on  Julia,  as  he  said: 

“Oh,  cousin,  cousin,  do  plead  for  me.  If  he  will  but  spare 
my  life  now,  I  swear  that  I  will  never  trouble  him  or  vou 
again.” 

Julia  was  about  to  reply  when  a  loud  knock  was  heard  at 
the  door,  and  Colonel  Tallon  cried  out  in  exultant  tones: 

“I  am  saved  now!” 


CHAPTER  XIV. 


THE  STRUGGLE  IN  THE  MANSION. 

When  the  loud  knock  was  heard  at  the  door  of  the  room 
where  Captain  Rqck  was  confronting  his  unnatural  brother, 
the  latter  had  oniy  time  to  utter  the  single  exclamation  ere 
Michael  Dwyer  felled  him  to  the  floor. 

The  l  eady-witted  girl  then  sprang  to  the  door,  castinv  a 
a  .uning  glance  at  her  two  friends  as  she  demanded  of  the 
person  outside: 

“What  is  wanted  out  there?” 

•  BTfoT  Julia  ,cou,d  receive  an  answer  she  turned  the  kev 
m  the  door  and  turned  her  back  to  it  to  watch  her  friends 
dealing  with  Colonel  Tallon.  6  tnernls 

Captain  Rock  and  Dwyer  were*  then  in  the  act  of  binding 

dot  cSTut*  pns0ner/ and  the  «ruff  ™oe  outside  the 

porta®?1  bus® n°es®n'’  '  want  *°  see  Co,<™'  Tail.*  on  im- 

spyl'tat’she'anle.-id'in  fiTnA^S?  ‘he  V°ice  °f  ,ho  bru‘aI 

Canl'lm1  A, If"  'L??IenP  and  he  oannot  be  seen  at  present.” 
Captain  Rock  and  Dwyer  were  then  dragging-  their 

?xnto  ,!om  z  rer  ror- an,i  the  f«™«-  Notified  £ 

Julia  to  hold  (lie  dooi  as  long  as  possible. 

Major  birr  was  silent  for  a  few  moments  md  tl  r-  i 
his  gruff  voice  as  he  demanded-  1  n  erus*  and  lhen  ed 
“Who  are  you  in  there?” 

I  am  Colonel  Tallon’s  cousin.” 

“Are  you  Miss  Julia  Barrington*”’ 

“I  am,  sir.” 
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The  inhuman  spy  was  silent  again,  and  Captain  Rock  has¬ 
tened  to  Julia’s  side  as  he  whispered  to  her: 

“Keep  him  outside  a  few  moments  and  all  will  be  well.” 

The  young  girl  could  then  see  that  her  Whiteboy  friend 
had  put  on  the  colonel’s  regimental  coat,  and  that  he  was 
hastening  to  make  preparations  to  represent  the  officer  him¬ 
self  in  case  of  need. 

Major  Si  it  then  knocked  at  the  door  again  as  he  cried  out: 

‘T  must  see  Colonel  Tallon,  young  lady,  as  I  have  very  im¬ 
portant  business  wiuh  him.” 

“But  I  tell  you  he  is  asleep,  and  he  told  me  he  must  not  be 
disturbed,  as  he  is  very  weary.” 

“But  I  must  see  him,  as  I  am  on  the  king’s  business,  and  I 
cannot  be  put  off.” 

As  the  brutal  major  spoke  he  attempted  to  force  in  the 
door,  while  Julia  cried  out: 

“Break  in  the  door,  if  you  like,  Major  Sirr,  but  you  will 
have  to  answer  to  Colonel  Tallon  for  the  outrage.” 

The  young  girl  turned  her  head  again  at  the  moment,  and 
she  was  a  little  startled  by  what  she  saw. 

.Captain-  Rock  had  succeeded  in  altering  his  appearance  so 
as  to  present  an  excellent  resemblance  of  his  half-brother, 
and  he  was  then  in  the  act  of  reclining  on  a  sofa  as  he  mo¬ 
tioned  to  the  young  girl  to  retire  from  the  door. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  Julia  was  still  in  the  peasant 
attire,  as  she  had  not  been  able  to  procure  more  suitable  gar¬ 
ments  since  her  capture.  - 

On  receiving  the  hint  the  young  girl  sprang  toward  the 
inner  room  as  she  cried  out  to  Major  Sirr: 

“Break  in  the  door  if  you  like,  and  then  you  will  have  to 
answer  for  it  to  Colonel  Tallon.” 

Although  the  suspicious  major  had  heard  of  the  capture  of 
the  young  lady  he  could  not  understand  why  Colonel  Tallon 
had  fallen  asleep  at  such  an  early  hour,  and  while  important 
events  were  transpiring  in  the  city. 

Knowing  full  well  that  Miss  Barrington  was  not  partial 
to  her  cousin,  Major  Sirr  suspected  that  she  had  drugged  her 
admirer  after  supper  with  the  view  of  escaping  from  the 
mansion. 

Calling  one  of  the  officers  in  the  mansion,  who  happened 
to  be  no  other  than  Captain  Graham,  they  held  a  hurried  con¬ 
sultation,  and  then  it  was  agreed  to  burst  in  the  door. 

The  door  was  then  burst  in  with  as  little  noise  as  possible, 
and  Major  Sirr  entered  the  room  and  advanced  to  the  sofa, 
while  Captain  Graham  remained  outside. 

A  single  candle  was  burning  on  the  mantelpiece,  and  by  its 
light  the  major  could  see  the  stout  form  of  the  pretended 
colonel  reclining  on  the  sofa  as  if  in  deep  slumber. 

After  casting  one  glance  around  as  if  in  search  of  the 
young  lady,  Major  Sirr  advanced  hastily  and  shook  the 
sleeper  with  no  gentle  hand  as  he  yelled  into  his  ear: 

“Arouse,  Colonel  Tallon,  as  I  fear  that  there  is  mischief  on 
foot  around  here.” 

The  pretended  colonel  awoke  with  a  start,  and  he  rubbed 
his  eyes  a  moment  as  he  demanded: 

“What  is  the  row  now.  Major  Sirr?” 

Julia  Barrington  heard  that  voice  as  she  stood  with  Dwyer 
over  the  prisoner  in  the  inner  room,  and  her  heart  bounded 
with  joy  while  she  whispered  to  the  mountaineer: 

“Isn’t  that  perfect?” 

“It  couldn’t  be  better,  miss,”  answered  Dwyer.  “He’ll 
humbug  them  nicely,  never  fear.” 

Major  Sirr  did  not  look  very  intently  at  the  face  of  the 
amused  deeper  as  he  answered  the  question  put  to  him, 
saying:  * 

“The  trouble  is  this,  Colonel  Tallon.  I  came  here  in  haste 
to  consult  with  you  on  an  important  matter,  and  I  find  you 
sound  asleep  at  this  early  hour.” 

The  pretended  colonel  rubbed  his  eyes  again;  as  he  de¬ 
manded  : 

“What  is  there  very  strange  in  a  gentleman  taking  a  short 
nan  after  supper,  major?  Where  is  Miss  Barrington?”  • 

The  disguised  Whiteboy  gazed  around  the  dimly-lighted 
room,  and  raised  his  voice  aloud  as  he  spoke,  while  Major 
Sirr  responded  with  a  sneer: 

“The  young  lady  was  here  a  few  moments  ago,  but  I  fancy 
she  has  given  you  leg  bail  bv  this  time.” 

As  if  to  give  the  lie  to  the  surmise,  Julia  appeared  from 
tlm  'nne^  morr  at  the  moment,  and  answered: 

“Did  you  call  mo, ’Colonel  Tallon?” 

“Yes,  I  did,  cousin.  Major  Sirr  here  would  insinuate  that 
vo  i  ran  away  from  me.” 

The  brutal  major  started  a  little  on  seeing  the  young  girl 
in  her  peasant  attire,  while  the  man  on  the  sofa  chuckled  to 

himself,  and  then  cried  aloud: 


“You  see  the  young  lady  has  no  thought  of  running  away 
from  me,  Major  Sirr.  Now  what  is  your  important  business 
with  me  to-night?” 

As  the  disguised  Whiteboy  asked  the  question  he  motioned 
to  Julia  to  retire  again,  and  he  raised  himself  to  a  sitting 
position  on  the  sofa. 

Major  Sirr  took  a  chair  at  his  side,  as  he  replied: 

“I  presume  you  are  aware,  colonel,  that  Lord  Edward  har 
been  captured  after  a  desperate  struggle  and  that  he  is  now 
dying  in  prison?” 

'  “I  was  so  informed,  major.” 

The  brutal  spy  gave  a  grim  smile,  as  he  continued,  saying: 

“I  have  also  to  inform  you  that  I  am  now  on  the  track  of 
two  other  rascally  rebel  leaders  whom  I  hope  to  string  up  by 
the  neck  in  the  morning.” 

“To  whom  do  you  allude,  major?” 

“I  allude  to  two  particular  friends  of  yours,  knov/n  as 
Captain  Rock  and  Michael  Dwyer.  My  spies  have  tracked 
them  out  to  this  very  spot.” 

The  disguised  Whiteboy  pretended  to  be  very  much  sur¬ 
prised,  and  he  exclaimed: 

“The  mischief  you  say-,  major!  Then  the  rascals  must  be 
out  here  to  try  to  rescue  Miss  Barrington  again.” 

Another  grim  smile,,  passed  over  the  major’s  face  as  he 
responded : 

“That  is  just  what  they  are  out  here  after,  and  we  will 
catch  the  dogs  in  a  nice  trap.  Oh.  if  I  catch  them  I’ll  make 
them  suffer  for  their  treatment  of,  me.  I  will  cut  the  very 
flesh  off  their  backs,  and  I  will  have  them  hung  on  the  gal¬ 
lows  at  the  dawn  of  day.” 

The  disguised  Whiteboy  chuckled  to  himself  as  he  re¬ 
marked  : 

“I  understand  that  they  did  give  you  an  awful  mauling 
last  night,  major,  and  I  can  see  the  marks  of  the  whip  on 
your  face  now.” 

A  terrible  scowl  appeared  on  the  face  of  the  brutal  spy 
and  a  fierce  imprecation  burst  from  his  lips  ere  he  responded: 

“  Tis  true,  they  did  give  me  an  awful  mauling,  but  I  had 
some  satisfaction  for  it  this  evening.  The  rebel  leader  re¬ 
ceived  his  death  wound  at  my  hands,  and  his  miserable  tools 
will  die  the  death  of  dogs  ere  morning.  We  must  now  take 
precautions  for  capturing  those  two  rascals,  as  I  am  certain 
they  will  attempt  to  enter  this  house  er*>  long.” 

The  disguised  Whiteboy  was  tempted  to  slay  the  assassin 
on  the  instant,  but  he  reflected  that  the  act  would  bring  de¬ 
struction  on  Dwyer  as  well  as  himself,  and  he  controlled  him¬ 
self  as  he  mentally  exclaimed: 

“Oh,  how  I  long  to  punish  this  hound,  but  I  must  have 
patience  for  the  present.” 

He  then  addressed  Major  Sirr,  saying: 

“I  have  taken  all  due  precautions.  Did  you  not  see  the 
sentinels  posted  outside?” 

“But  that  will  not  do.  Is  it  likely  that  the  cunning  rebels 
will  venture  to  approach  the  house,  'colonel,  while  they  see 
it  guarded  as  it  is?  I  would  suggest  that  the  sentinels  be 
called  in  and  then  dismissed  to  tf>e  barracks.  You  have 
sufficient  force  inside  the  house  now  to  crush  the  rascals 
when  they  come.” 

The  disguised  Whiteboy  acted  on  the  suggestion  on  the 
instant,  and  Captain  Graham  was  ordered  to  call  in  the 
sentinels  and  then  dismiss  them  to  the  barracks. 

When  the  two  men  were  left  alone  again  Major  Sirr  ad¬ 
dressed  the  pretended  colonel,  saying: 

“May  I  ask  how  it  is  that  the  young  lady  is  in»such  a  novel 
garb  at  present?”  *  v 

“Certainly,  major.  Miss  Barrington  was  anxious  to  see  a 
little  life  in  Dublin,  and  she  joined  the  rebels  in  that  disguise., 

I  chanced  to  meet  her,  and  I  at  once  took  charge  of  her  as  a 
relative  and  guardian.” 

As  the  major  knew  that  Julia  disliked  the  colonel  very 
much,  while  he  also  had  a  suspicion  that  she  was  attached  to 
the  young  Whiteboy.  he  ventured  to  inquire: 

“Are  you  not  afraid,  colonel,  that  the  young  lady  will  run 
awav  from  you  again?” 

“There  is  no  danger  of  that  now,  as  she  has  consented  to 
be  my  wife.  Help  yourself  to  the  brandy,  Major  Sirr.” 

The  major  did  help  himself  to  the  brandy,  while  Captain 
Rock  was  forming  a  plan  for  their  escape  from  the  mansion. 

He  knew  that  it  would  be  an  easy  matter  to  make  an  ex¬ 
cuse  and  get  away  with  Julia,  but  it  would  not  be  so  easy  to 
dispose  of  Michael  Dwyer  in  safety. 

To  be  sure,  they  had  managed  to  enter  the  house  by  crawl¬ 
ing  along  the  shrubbery  and  by  stealing  through  the  kitchen 
door  at  the  rear. 

As  the  young  Whiteboy  had  resided  in  the  house  when  he 
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was  a  boy,  he  was  acquainted  with  every  turn  in  it,  and  he 
managed  to  lead  Michael  Dwyer  up  to  the  colonel’s  dining 
room  without  being  observed  by  the  soldiers  stationed  in  the 
house. 

But  could  the  bold  mountaineer  find  his  way  out  again 
without  the  assistance  of  his  friend? 

The  presence  of  the  watchful  spy  in  the  house  added  to  the 
risk  of  such  a  movement,  and  Captain  Rock  was  now  striv¬ 
ing  to  devise  a  plan  for  getting  rid  of  Major  Sirr  at  once  and 
forever. 

Captain  Rock  now  felt  that  he  would  have  very  little  trou¬ 
ble  in  deceiving  the  keen-eyed  spy  at  night  and  in  the  dimly- 
lighted  room,  but  he  did  apprehend  exposure  if  a  better  in¬ 
spection  of  his  countenance  offered. 

Major  Sirr  was  not  backward  in  helping  himself  to  the 
brandy,  although  the  liquor  did  not  seem  to  have  much  effect 
on  ,the  brain  of  the  rough  brute. 

As  Captain  Rock  watched  the  wretch  who  had  so  treacher¬ 
ously  assaulted  his  beloved  leader,  he  said  to  himself: 

“Oh,  would  that  I  had  some  of  the  sleeping  drug  to  put  in 
the  brandy  for  the  scoundrel;  but  I  will  not  leave  him  to¬ 
night  until  I  have  avenged  Lord  Edward.” 

The  young  Whiteboy  had  just  succeeded  in  forming  a  plan 
for  the  escape  of  Michael  Dwyer  by  disguising  himself  as  a 
dragoon  when  he  heard  a  slight  commotion  in  the  other 
room  and  a  muffled  voice  fell  on  their  ears,  crying: 

“Treason!  Help,  help!” 

Drawing  a  pistol  on  the  instant,  Major  Sirr  sprang  toward 
the  inner  room,  crying: 

“What  does  this  mean?” 

Captain  Rock  was  on  his  feet  qlso.  and  before  the  brutal 
major  could  reach  the  door  he  seized  him  by  the  back  of  the 
neck  and  flung  him  against  the  wall  with  great  force,  strik¬ 
ing  him  a  blow  under  the  ear  at  the  same  moment,  as  he 
hissed  forth:  * 

“We  will  settle  you  anyway,  you  infernal  hound.” 

The  rude  blow  under  the  ear  dazed  the  major  for  the  mo¬ 
ment,  and  he  sank  on  the  floor  uttering  a  faint  cry  of  alarm. 

Before  he  could  recover  his  senses,  Captain  Rock  dealt  him 
several  severe  blows  with  the  barrel  of  his  pistol,  while  Julia 
ran  out  of  the  inner  room  and  whispered  into  the  Whiteboy’s 
ear : 

“Dwyer  has  secured  the  colonel  again.” 

At  that  moment  Captain  Graham  entered  the  dining  room, 
and  a  surprised  cry  burst  from  his  lips  as  he  beheld  the  pre¬ 
tended  colonel  standing  over  the  insensible  major. 

The  ready-witted  Whiteboy  was  prepared  for  the  emer¬ 
gency,  however,  and  he  turned  to  the  officer  as  he  cried  in 
highly  indignant  tones: 

“That  insolent  puppy  dared  to  insult  Miss  Barrington,  and 
I  knocked  him  down  with  my  pistol.” 

Captain  Graham  cast  an  angry  glance  at  the  insensible 
man,  as  he  cried: 

“You  should  have  shot  him,  colonel.” 

“  Ton  my  honor,  I  think  I  have  finished  the  fellow,  but  my 
cousin  here  will  bear  witness  that  he  deserved  death  at  mv 
hands.” 

Julia's  eyes  flashed  with  indignation  also  as  she  cried: 

“The  wretch  deserves  a  hundred  deaths,  as  he  insulted  me 
in  the  grossest  manner.” 

Captain  Graham  cast  an  admiring  glance  on  the  young 
lady  and  theft  turned  to  his  superior  officer  as  he  asked: 

“Is  he  really* dead?” 

“I  fear  he  is.  But  it  would  be  just  as  well  to  send  away  for 
a  surgeon.” 

Captain  Graham  was  hastening  out  of  the  room  when  his 
commander  stopped  him,  saying: 

"Do  not  mention  this  affair  to  any  one,  captain,  but  simply 
summon  a  surgeon  in  haste.” 

When  the  captain  left  the  room  Captain  Rock  stooped 
down  to  examine  his  victim  as  he  said  to  Julia: 

“Would  that  I  slew  the  wretch  in  a  fair  encounter,  but  he 
boasted  to-night  that  he  gave  the  noble  Lord  Edward  his 
death  wound.” 

The  patriot  stared  down  at  the  inhuman  spy  with  a  shud¬ 
der  as  she  replied: 

“The  dog  aeserved  a  more  terrible  death,  but  let  us  not 
think  of  him  now,  dear  friend.” 

Captain  Rock  sprank  up  from  the  side  of  the  insensible 
man,  saying: 

“Yes,  he  is  dead;  and  wo  must  now  think  of  our  own  safety. 
Let  us  go  in  to  Dwyer.” 


CHAPTER  XV. 

THE  STRUGGLE  OUTSIDE  THE  CITY. 

Michael  Dwyer  was  keeping  guard  over  Colonel  Tallon 
when  Julia  and  the  Whiteboy  entered  the  room. 

The  mountaineer  had  the  prisoner  stretched  on  the  floor 
with  one  knee  on  his  breast  and  a  pistol  pointed  at  his  head, 
as  he  said  to  Captain  Rock: 

“He  slipped  the  gag  from  his  mouth  somehow  a  while  ago, 
and  I  had  to  give  him  a  stunning  crack  to  silence  him  again, 
as  you  can  see,  captain.” 

The  Whiteboy  cast  a  fierce  glance  at  his  half-brother  as  he 
rejoined: 

“It  would  be  but  right  to  silence  him  forever,  but  I  cannot 
bring  myself  to  do  it.” 

Julia  drew  Captain  Rock  away  as  she  said: 

“Not  even  to  save  our  own  lives  must  you  have  his  blood 
on  your  hands.  L6t  us  secure  him  well  and  then  hasten  to 
escape  from  here.” 

Colonel  Tallon  was  not  insensible  at  the  moment,  but  the 
gag  on  his  mouth  prevented  him  from  uttering  a  word. 

The  two  men  proceeded  to  bind  his  arms  and  legs  in  the 
most  thorough  manner,  and  they  also  secured  the  gag  in 
such  a  way  that  it  would  be  almost  impossible  for  him  to  re¬ 
move  it  for  some  time. 

Having  thrust  the  prisoner  into  a  large  closet  and  closing 
the  door  on  him,  the  three  friends  held  a  hurried  consultation 
as  to  their  escape. 

Major  Sirr  still  lay  as  quietly  as  if  sleeping  the  sleep  of 
death,  yet  the  venomous  wretch  was  not  put  out  of  the  way 
forever. 

Deeming  it  necessary  to  hasten  away  from  the  house  be¬ 
fore  the  surgeon  arrived,  Michael  Dwyer  resolved  to  venture 
out  by  one  of  the  side  windows  and  await  his  friend  on  the 
road. 

The  bold  mountaineer  did  gain  the  lawn  in  safety,  and 
when  Caotain  Rock  heard  his  signal  outside  he  went  to  the 
door  of  the  outer  apartment  and  called  to  one  of  the  dragoons 
on  duty  below,  saying: 

“Have  the  close  carriage  brought  around  to  the  front  door 
as  soon  as  possible,  as  I  wish  to  go  into  the  city  with  the 
young  lady  prisoner.  I  will  not  require  any  guards  for  the 
short  journey.” 

The  carriage  was  brought  around  from  the  stable,  and  the 
disguised  Whiteboy  then  led  Julia  down  by  a  private  stair¬ 
way  as  he  whispered  to  her: 

“Let  us  but  reach  the  road  and  we  are  safe.” 

They  did  reach  the  road  in  safety,  and  they  were  driving 
along  toward  the  city  when  a  man  sprang  out  before  tho 
horses  and  pointed  a  pistol  at  the  driver’s  head  as  he  cried: 

“Get  down  out  of  there  as  quick  as  you  can,  or  I  will 
stretch  you  out  on  the  roadside!” 


Fearing  that  he  was  assailed  by  Captain  Freeney,  the  fa¬ 
mous  highway  robber,  the  driver  sprang  down  from  his  seat 
and  darted  into  a  field  as  fast  as  he  could,  while  he  said  to 
himself: 

“The  devil’s  cure  to  the  colonel  if  he  does  get  robbed,  as 
he  is  ill-using  the  young  lady.” 

Michael  Dwyer  sprang  up ‘on  the  driver’s  s^at.  seized  the 
reins  and  started  the  horses,  as  he  turned  to  the  carriage 
window,  saying: 

“That-  was  well  done,  cantain.  Now  we  will  off  to  the 
mountain  and  laugh  at  the  English,  dogs.” 

The  carriage  was  turning  into  a  side  road  leading  up  to  the 
Wicklow  Mountains,  when  a  bugle  blast  was  heard  behind 
them,  followed  by  cries  and  the  tramping  of  horses 

Michael  Dwyer  lashed  the  horses  under  him  as  he  turned 
to  his  friends  inside,  saying: 

The  hue  and  cry  is  out  after  us  again,  captain,  but  I  think 
we  can  laugh  at  them  yet.” 

“The  colonel  must  have  escaped  from  the  closet  ”  replied 
Captain  Rock  Lash  the  horses  to  their  best  and  we  may 
gain  the  mountain  ahead  of  them.”  3 

Michael  Dwyer  did  lash  the  horses  to  their  very  best  while 
on  after  them  thundered  over  thirty  dragoons  at  the  fasfest 
pace  their  horses  would  bear  them. 

1  he  coach  horses  before  the  carriage  were  splendid  ani¬ 
mals,  but  they  could  not  keep  ahead  of  the  dragoons  while 
dragging  the  heavy  vehicle  over  the  rocky  road  which  a 
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force  them  as  he  would,  the  pursuing  dragoons  drew 
nearer  and  nearer,  and  Captain  Rock  and  his  friends  could 


YOUNG  CAPTAIN  ROCK. 


2 


4 


4 


K. 


4 


soon  distinguish  the  voice  of  Colonel  Tallon,  as  it  rang  out 
above  the  others,  crying: 

"Spur  on,  spur  on,  and  we  have  got  the  rascals.  Charge  on 
them  without  firing,  and  give  the  two  rebel  dogs  the  cold 
steel.  Be  careful  of  the  lady  in  the  smuggle.” 

Captain  Rock  looked  out  of  the  window  from  the  carriage 
and  he  could  see  that  his  half-brother  was  leading  in  the 
headlong  chase. 

Drawing  his  large  pistol  he  took  aim  at  the  rider,  when 
Julia  laid  her 'hand  on  his  arm,  saying: 

“For  mercy  sake,  do  not  kill  him  if  you  can  help  it.” 

Captain  Rock  lowered  the  weapon  as  he  replied: 

“I  was  only  going  to  shoot  the  horse,  but  I  will  not  fire  at 
all  if  it  can  be  helped.” 

Dwyer  drew  his  weapon  at  the  same  time  and  pointed  it  at 
the  advancing  rider  as  he  cried: 

"I'll  put  a  stop  to  you,  anyhow.” 

The  bold  rebel  fired  on  the  instant,  and  Colonel  Tallon 
flung  up  his  hands,  gave  a  cry  of  agony,  and  fell  from  his 
steed  a  moment  after. 

The  charger  then  dashed  on,  and  he  was  soon  beside  the 
carriage,  when  Captain  Rock  sprang  out  and  seized  the 
bridle,  firing  his  pistol  at  the  foremost  dragoons  as  he  cried 
to  Michael  Dwyer: 

“Cut  the  traces  and  we  will  mount  the  horses  for  it.” 

Julia  sprang  out  after  her  Whiteboy  friend,  who  lifted  her 
on  Colonel  Tallon’s  horse  as  he  said: 

“Away  with  you  as  fast  as,  you  can.” 

The  young  girl  did  aash  away  up  the  road,  crying: 

“Fly — fly,  friends!” 

The  bullet  from  Captain  Rock’s  pistol  had  struck  the  horse 
of  the  foremost  dragoon,  and  he  fell  in  the  centre  of  the 
narrow  road,  bearing  his  rider  down  with  him. 

The  others  were  dashing  along  as  if  engaged  in  a  hunt  after 
a  fox,  riding  according  to  the  speed  of  their  steeds,  and 
without  any  attempt  at  keeping  in  line. 

When  Colonel  Tallon  and  his  foremost  dragoon  fell  on  the 
road,  Captain  Rock  and  his  friend  hastened  to  fire  again,  and 
two  more  of  the  foremost  horsemen  were  borne  to  the 
ground. 

The  fall  of  the  foremost  pursuers  caused  the  others  to 
draw  up  a  little,  and  the  two  rebels  sprang  on  the  coach 
horses  ana  faced  them  up  toward  the  mountain. 

Then  another  well-known  voice  rang  out  from  the  pursuers, 
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“Spur  on  after  the  rebel  dogs,  and  fire  as  you  ride!” 

The  fugitives  recognized  that  voice,  and  Captain  Rock 
turned  to  his  friends,  saying:  . 

“Thunder  and  lightning,  that  is  Major  Sirr!  The  infernal 
scoundrel  has  more  lives  than  a  dozen  cats.” 

Michael  Dwyer  cast  his  eyes  back  as  he  replied: 

“The  villain  takes  good  care  to  keep  some  of  the  others 
ahead  of  him  for  all  that.  If  we  can  only  entice  them  up  the 
mountain,  some  of  my  lads  will  be  on  the  alert,  and  we  will 
give  them  another  dose.” 

The  good  coach  horses  were  making  splendid  time  for  their 
riders,  and  they  were  gradually  gaining  on  the  pursuers. 

Julia  rode  along  ahead  for  some  distance,  and  she  then 
pulled  up  her  steed,  until  the  others  were  beside  her,  when 
she  cried  out: 

“Is  it  possible  that  that  was  Major  Sirr’s  voice  that  T 


“Yes,  it  was,”  answered  Captain  Rock.  “I  could  have 
sworn  the  scoundrel  was  stone  dead.” 

They  were  then  out  of  pistol  range  of  the  dragoons,  who 
still  kept  on  the  pursuit,  while  Major  Sirr  urged  them  for¬ 
ward,  crying: 

“A  hundred  pounds  for  the  rebels  dead  or  alive,  spur  on  | 

after  the  rascals.”  . 

The  fugitives  were  soon  galloping  up  the  mountain  roan, 
and  they  did  not  ascend  very  far  when  Michael  Dwyer  sent 
forth  a  cry  resembling  that  of  a  startled  owl. 

After  riding  a  short  distance  a  similar  cry  was  heard  from 
above,  and  then  Michael  Dwyer  turned  to  his  friends,  saying: 

“Some  of  my  boys  are  out,  and  we  will  give  the  rascals 
behind  us  a  good  dose  if  they  venture  much  farther.” 

Captain  Rock  looked  back  as  he  replied: 

“I  could  sleep  on  a  hard  rock  to-night  if  we  could  only 
manage  to  slay  the  infamous  Major  Sirr.  The  cowardly  ras¬ 
cals  are  retreating  now.”  .  ..  . 

The  pursuers  had  halted  on  the  mountainside  as  if  fearing 

to  advance  into  a  trap.  ,,  ,  ,, 

Major  Sirr  was  not  a  coward,  but  he  knew  that  the  moun¬ 
tain  was  infested  by  rebels,  and  he  was  also  aware  that  the 


dragoons  would  stand  very  little  chance  in  a  contest  with 
them  in  the  rugged  pass. 

After  consulting  with  the  senior  officer,  they  concluded  tc 
beat  a  retreat  back  to  the  city  and  bear  their  dead  and 
wounded  with  them. 

When  they  returned  to  the  spot  where  their  comrades  had 
fallen  they  found  that  Colonel  Tallon  had  received  a  wound 
from  which  he  would  never  recover. 

The  wickea  soldier  would  never  trouble  Julia  again. 

Captain  Graham  had  also  received  the  reward  of  his 
treacbei*y  to  the  young  girl,  as  one  of  the  bullets  fired  by  the 
rebels  had  pierced  his  brain. 

The  two  other  dragoons  had  received  serious  wounds,  but 
they  were  not  mortal. 

The  hunted  rebels  found  a  safe  shelter  in  the  mountain 
that  night,  and  on  the  following  day  Julia  Barrington  be¬ 
came  the  wife  of  Captain  Rock. 

On  the  second  night  after  his  wedding.  Captain  Rock  re¬ 
turned  to  the  city  in  disguise,  accompanied  by  Michael 
Dwyer. 

The  noble  Lord  Edward  was  still  lying  in  prison  suffering 
fearful  agony  from  his  numerous  wounds,  and  there  was 
little  or  no  hope  of  his  recovery. 

Yet  the  patriots  of  the  country,  hoping  almost  against 
hope,  were  plotting  for  his '  rescue,  believing  that  he  would 
live  to  lead  them  to  victory. 

During  the  two  weeks  that  followed  several  daring  at¬ 
tempts  were  made  on  the  strong  prison,  but  the  English 
government  had  collected  a  large  force  of  soldiers  in  the 
city,  and  the  efforts  of  the  patriots  were  without  avail. 

The  murdered  martyr  breathed  his  last  inside  of  the  Eng¬ 
lish  prison  walls  at  the  end  of  fourteen  days  of  extreme  suf¬ 
fering,  and  his  noble  wife  returned  to  her  native  country  to 
deplore  his  death  while  she  lived. 

The  death  of  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald  was  a  cruel  blow  to 
the  Irish  patriots,  who  soon  after  broke  out  in  rebellion  in 
the  neighboring  counties. 

Every  effort  was  made  to  slay  the  infamous  Major  Sirr, 
but  that  inhuman  assassin  was  smuggled  out  of  Ireland  in 
disguise,  and  he  found  refuge  by  living  in  seclusion  in  his 
own  country. 

The  infamous  spy  lived  a  wretched  life  for  some  years, 
and  it  is  recorded  that  he  died  at  length  while  suffering*  from 
delirium  tremens. 

Captain  Rock  and  his  bi'ave  band  joined  the  rebel  anny 
fighting  in  Wexford,  and  the  gallant  Whiteboy  played  a 
brilliant  part  in  the  glorious  but  unequal  struggle  that  fol¬ 
lowed  soon  after. 

When  the  struggle  was  over  and  the  brave  patriots  were 
dispersed  or  slain  by  the  almost  countless  hosts  of  England, 
Captain  Rock  escaped  to  France  with  his  young  bride. 

Michael  Dwyer  took  part  in  the  struggle  also,  and  he  con¬ 
tinued  to  hold  his  own  in  his  native  mountain  until  a  few 
yeai’s  after,  when  the  brave  Robert  Emmet  again  raised  the 
standard  of  rebellion. 

When  the  last  struggle  was  over  the  bold  mountaineer  es¬ 
caped  to  Australia,  where  he  lived  to  a  good  old  age,  and 
praying  to  the  end  that  he  would  have  another  chance  to 
strike  a  blow  at  the  English  tyrants. 

Some  ten  years  after  the  close  of  the  rebellion  the  famous 
Captain  Rock  appeared  in  Ireland  again  at  the  head  of  an¬ 
other  band  of  Whiteboys. 

While  he  did  not  attempt  an  open  warfare  against  the 
English  soldiers,  he  raided  the  tyrant  landloi-ds’  and  magis¬ 
trates’  estates,  and  he  soon  became  the  terror  of  all  the 
tyrants  around  Wexford. 

From  that  time  up  to  the  present  day  other  Captain  Rocks 
have  appeared  in  various  parts  of  Ireland,  but  the  original 
Whiteboy  was  the  brave  young  man  who  had  guided  Lord 
Edward  Fitzgerald  through  the  English  lines  on  his  last 
trip  to  Dublin. 


Our  next  issue  will  contain  “A  SHEET  OF  BLOTTING 
PAPER;  OR,  THE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  YOUNG  IN¬ 
VENTOR,”  by  Richara  R.  Montgomery. 
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CURRENT  NEWS 
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Amplifying  on  the  scarecrow  scheme,  the  Rev. 
R.  D.  Roller,  rector  of  St.  John’s  Church,  Charles¬ 
ton,  W.  Va.,  has  adopted  a  scarebird  with  success. 
Observing  the  birds  destroying  the  cherries  on  a 
tree  in  his  rear  yard,  he  hit  on  the  idea.  Coming 
to  a  downtown  shop,  he  bought  a  pair  of  canton 
flannel  spotted  cats,  such  as  are  used  to  gladden 
the  hearts  of  infants.  He  placed  these  in  his  tree 
and  the  birds  now  give  it  a  wide  berth. 


Putting  whisky  in  mince  pies  created  quite  a  de¬ 
mand  for  them,  the  proprietor  of  a  restaurant  in 
Independence,  Kan.,  admitted  in  court.  Twenty 
quarts  of  whisky  were  taken  at  his  place,  along 
with  a  barrel  of  bottled  imitation  beer,  and  in  ex¬ 
plaining  why  he  needed  so  much  whisky  he  brought 
in  the  pie  story.  “You  must  make  a  lot  of  mince 
pies,”  it  was  suggested.  “Yes,  sir,  I  does,”  he  re¬ 
sponded;  “the  boys  jes’  naturally  reach  forx  them 
there  pies.” 


The  Argentine  Republic  does  not  figure  in  most 
people’s  mind  as  a  wine-growing  country,  yet  some 
of  its  provinces  boast  of  wine-growing  as  a  leading 
industry  and  the  output  during  recent  years  has  in¬ 
creased  rapidly.  The  Argentine  vintage  now  aver¬ 
ages  about  130,000,000  gallons  a  year,  of  which  the 
province  of  Mendoza  produces  about  four-fifths.  In 
1905  the  total  output  of  the  republic  was  some 
40,000,000  gallons,  less  than  one-third  of  what  it 
is  now. 


One  of  the  swans  on  the  little  lake  on  the  Green¬ 
brier  golf  course,  at  Sulphur  Springs,  W.  Va.,  acted 
as  caddy  when  William  Hines  pulled  his  drive  and 
landed  the  ball  in  the  water  a  couple  of  yards  from 
the  shore.  The  /swan,  suspecting  it  was  some  new 
food  product,  dived  and  brought  the  ball  up  in  its 
bill  and  then  deposited  it  on  the  edge  of  the  shore 
when  it  was  found  too  large  a  pill  to  swallow.  Mr. 
Hines  recovered  it  amid  a  chorus  of  hisses  from  the 
swan  family. 


Two  pure  white  Scotch  collie  pups,  a  pair  of  thor¬ 
oughbred  dogs  snecially  selected  for  their  herding 
instinct,  have  left  Oshkosh,  Wis.,  for  what  is  said 
to  be  the  northermost  white  man’s  habitation  in 
America.  The  dogs  are  bound  for  Point  Barrow, 
Alaska,  where  they  will  be  used  to  herd  reindeer  be¬ 
longing  to  the  United  States.  Thomas  Gordon,  a 
Scotchman,  who  went  to  the  Arctic  when  a  boy  of 
fifteen,  working  on  a  whaling  ship,  is  the  man  to 
whom  the  dogs  are  consigned^ 


In  every  way  the  greatest  falls  in  the  world  is 
on  the  Ignazu  River,  which  forms  part  of  the  divid¬ 


ing  line  between  Brazil  and  Argentina.  The  falls 
on  that  river  are  210  feet  in  height,  while  at  Niag¬ 
ara  Falls  the  height  is  167  feet.  The  width  of  the 
Ignazu  Falls,  too,  is  much  greater  than  Niagara’s, 
being  13,123  feet  wide,  about  two  and  one-half 
times  that  of  Niagara.  It  is  estimated  that  100.- 
000,000  tons  of  water  passes  over  the  Niagara  Falls 
an  hour,  while  at  Ignazu  it  equals  140,000,000  tons. 


According  to  a  special  correspondent  of  the  New 
York  Times,  electric  pocket  lamps-  have  played  an 
important  role  in  at  least  one  engagement  around 
Verdun,  namely,  the  retaking  of  the  Ha’udromont 
quarries  by  the  French,  of  which  he  says,  in  part: 
“Underground  in  the  quarries  the  darkness  was 
absolute  save  when  bursting  grenades  showed  brief  * 
visions  of  carnage  and  terror.  Friend  often  grap¬ 
pled  friend,  until  the  French  adopted  the  plan  of 
fastening  an  electric  pocket  lamp  to  the  tunic  but¬ 
ton.  The  light  gave  the  Germans  a  better  mark, 
but  enabled  the  French  to  rally  together  and  sweep 
the  foe  back  in  the  final  rush  en  masse.” 

I 


There  should  be  a  ready  sale  in  Havana,  Cuba, 
for  a  nonslip  horseshoe.  Most  of  the  streets  are  . 
paved  with  vitrified  brick.  They  are  as  hard  as 
iron,  and  the  city’s  heavy  traffic  has  worn  them  per¬ 
fectly  smooth,  so  that  after  a  shower  they  are  very 
slippery.  Over  2,000  one-horse  cabs  are  in  use  in 
Havana,  and  it  is  a  common  sight  to  see  a  horse 
flat  on  the  ground  from  having  slipped.  At  other 
times  a  horse  will  “skate”  with  his  own  momentum. 
There  are  also  thousands  of  draft  animals  owned 
in  the  city,  and  the  slippery  streets  prevent  their 
pulling  a  full  load,  for  shoes  soon  wear  smooth 
and  afford  no  purchase  on  the  bricks.  A  nonslip 
horseshoe  would  fill  a  real  need. 

* - 

Opposition  to  compulsory  military  training  was 
approved  unanimously  on  May  31  at  the  annual 
meeting  of  the  Society  of  Friends  held  in  New  York 
City  on  that  date.  Affirming  that  compulsory  mili¬ 
tary  service  is  an  open  defiance  of  State  laws,  the 
Quakers  voted  to  refuse  to  obey  the  Slater-Welsh 
bills,  which  provide  for  physical  training  in  public 
schools,  and  military  training  for  boys  between  six¬ 
teen  and  nineteen.  Mrs.  Edna  B.  Kearns  charged 
that  had  the  Quakers  done  their  duty  by  opposing 
the  bills  at  Albany  the  laws  would  never  have  been 
passed.  “This  4s  a  moral  question,”  she  said.  “To 
obey  this  law  of  the  State  of  .New  York  would  be 
to  disobey  the  law  of  God.  We  who  work  for  right¬ 
eousness  must  be  awake  as  are  those  who  are  work¬ 
ing  for  unrighteousness.  Shot  and  shell  never  set¬ 
tled  any  question  and  they  never  will.” 
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MAKING  IT  PAY 

- OR - 

ti 

The  Boy  Who  Bought  a  Newspaper 


BY  WILLIAM  WADE 


(A  Serial  Story) 

CHAPTER  III  (continued). 

The  boy  returned  with  the  wood  engraver  in 
something  more  than  half  an  hour. 

In  the  meantime  Dick  had  taken  a  pencil  and 
some  white  newspaper  and  had  roughly  drawn  the 
scene  in  the  bank,  as  he  witnessed  it,  the  whole  be- 
ing  now  so  indelibly  impressed  upon  his  memory 
that  it  was  impossible  to  erase  it. 

The  room,  the  safe,  the  face  of  the  man  standing, 
the  clock  on  the  wall,  all  were  faithfully  drawn,  and 

*  no  one  who  had  ever  been  in  the  bank  could  mistake 
it. 

When  Thompson  came  with  his  tools  and  a  box¬ 
wood  block,  Dick  gave  him  the  sketch  and  said : 

“Thompson,  I  want  you  to  reproduce  that.  The 
merest  outlines  will  be  necessary,  but  be  sure  and 
get  the  man’s  face  correct.  Finish  it  so  that  we  can 
get  it  in  to-day’s  paper,  and  I’ll  give  you  ten  dollars. 
If  you  don’t  finish  it,  you’ll' get  nothing.” 

“I’ll  do  it,”  said  Thompson,  who  got  to  work  at 

4  once. 

Meantime  Thornton  and  his  assistants  were  hard 
at  work,  and  the  office  boy  was  kept  busy  flying  be¬ 
tween  the  bank,  the  police  station,  the  sheriffs’  office 
and  the  residences  of  the  cashier  and  other  ^officers 
of  the  bank,  taking  messages,  carrying  copy,  and 
doing  a  lot  of  general  running  around. 

.  The  robbery  had  been  done  by  men  who  were  ex¬ 
perts  in  that  line,  evidently,  and  had  been  carefully 
planned  and  well  executed  up  to  the  instant  of  that 
terrific  lightning  flash  which  had  revealed  them  at 
work. 

The  safe  had  been  considered  burglar-proof,  but  it 
had  no  time  locks,  and  when  such  experienced  men 

*  as  these  were  got  to  work  at  it,  little  time  was  re¬ 
quired  to  open  it,  the  bank  being  entered  by  forcing 
a  rear  window  on  an  alley  very  seldom  used. 

A  There  had  been  considerable  money  in  the  safe, 
together  with  a  great  number  of  securities,  some  of 
which  were  negotiable,  but  only  the  ready  money 
had  been  taken,  and  not  all  of  this,  a  package  con¬ 
taining  five  hundred  dollars  being  found  just  out¬ 
side  the  window,  having  evidently  been  dropped  by 
the  robbers  in  the  hurry  of  getting  away,  and  much 
more  being  left  in  the  safe. 

g  The  latter  had  been  drilled,  but  the  men  had  not 
left  any  of  their  tools  behind  them,  as  is  often  the 
case.  ' 

*  The  watchman  had  passed  the  bank  at  a  few  min¬ 
utes  before  three  o’clock,  and  said  that  he  had  seen 
nothing  unusual.  Dick  had  seen  the  men  at  a  quar¬ 


ter  past,  so  that  either  they  worked  very  rapidly  or 
the  watchman  was  not  observant. 

The  bank  had  lost  about  twenty-five  hundred  dol¬ 
lars  in  money  and  would  have  lost  much  more  but 
for  the  presence  of  Dick,  and  it  was  thought  that 
the  lightning,  which  revealed  the  men  to  him,  either 
showed  him  to  them,  or  they  feared  that  some  one 
might  pass  and  see  them  at  the  next  flash,  and  so 
they  had  fled. 

Reporters,  engravers,  pressmen  and  office  boy 
worked  energetically,  and  before  the  majority  of  the 
people  were  up, .the  newsboys  were  on  the  street, 
selling  the  first  numbr  of  the  Daily  News,  with  a 
full  account  of  the  bank  robbery  and  a  sketch  of  the 
scene. 

The  news  had  been  spread  pretty  well  over  towrn 
before  this,  but  the  paper  gave  a  good,  detailed  ac¬ 
count,  and  soon  after  it  appeared  it  began  to  be 
caught  up  everywhere,  and  by  eight  o’clock  the  en¬ 
tire  edition  -was  exhausted  and  an  extra  one  of  sev¬ 
eral  hundred  copies  was  then  being  struck  off. 

The  Times  printed  an  account  of  the  robbery, 
condensed  from  the  News,  without  giving  the  lat¬ 
ter  credit  for  it,  but,  as  it  was  somewhat  late  in 
coming  out,  its  news  was  no  news  by  the  time  it 
was  on/thfe  street  and  very  few 'cared  to  buy  it. 

Its  inside  pages,  having  been  printed  two  days 
before,  the  Times’  editorial  comment  on  the  News 
had  to  stand,  and  its  prediction  that  the  new  daily 
would  amount  to  very  little  was  received  with  con¬ 
siderable  laughter. 

The  Springville  Democrat  of  Thursday  did  not 
contain  an  account  of  the  robbery,  and  it  was  not 
expected  that  it  would,  but  it  was  found  that  Dick’s 
paper  contained  more  outside  news  than  the  city 
sheet,  and  men  began  to  ask  each  other  if  they  had 
not  better  take  the  News  and  give  up  the  Democrat. 

The  picture  Dick  had  published  was  of  great 
value  to  the  police,  and  copies  of  the  paper  were 
sent  all  over  the  State  and  to  the  police  of  many  of 
the  large  cities  in  the  hope  that  it  would  lead  to  the 
detection  of  the  robbers. 

The  News  was  well  received  on  the  two  follow¬ 
ing  days,  and  the  Democrat  realized  that  if  it 
wished  to  retain  its  sale  in  Norwood  and  the  sur¬ 
rounding  towns,  it  must  reach  them  at  an  earlier 
hour,  and  to  this  end  at  once  began  trying  to  make 
an  arrangement  with  the  railroad  to  run  an  earlier 
train  for  its  benefit,  so  that  it  could  put  its  paper 
in  Norwood  by  the  time  the  News  was  out  or  before. 

This  could  not  be  done  at  once,  however,  as  rail¬ 
road  time-tables  are  not  changed  at  a  day’s  notice, 
and  the  Democrat  could  not  afford  to  charter  a  spe¬ 
cial  train  every  morning  in  order  to  keep  its  circu¬ 
lation  in  Ncfrwood. 

The  first  three  days’  sale  of  the  News  made  a 
great  difference  to  it,  not  only  in  Norwood,  but  in 
towns  within  ten  miles  of  the  latter,  and  the  Demo¬ 
crat’s  publishers  decided  that  something  had  to  be  . 
done  •  *  wj 

(To  be  continued.)  *  ’ ' 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 


$500  RESTORES  MEMORY. 

M.  S.  Richardson,  seventy-four  years  old,  left  his 
home  at  Centreville,  Miss.,  to  visit  relatives  at  Cin¬ 
cinnati,  0.  When  he  reached  Memphis,  Tenn..  he 
was  bewildered  by  the  white  lights  and  forgot  his 
name,  where  he  came  from  or  where  he  was  going. 
He  was  taken  to  the  city  jail,  and  when  he  sat  down 
on  the  side  of  his  cot  complained  that  his  shoe  hurt 
his  foot.  Removing  the  shoe,  he  drew  out  currency 
that  totalled  $500.  Sight  of  the  money  restored  his 
memory  and  he  was  sent  back  to  his  home  in  Mis¬ 
sissippi. 


A  SOUND  HEARD  2,000  MILES  AWAY. 

As  to  how  far  sound  waves  can  travel  there  is  no 
known  limit.  A  steam  whistle  with  its  sustained 
sound  carries  farther  than  a  cannon  shot,  the  re¬ 
port  of  which  lasts  but  a  fraction  of  a  second.  An 
English  physicist,  Lord  Rayleigh,  has  calculated 
that  the  60-horsepower  siren  at  the  Trinity  House 
in  London  ought  to  be  heard  in  Constantinople,  but 
the  fact  is  that  it  is  not.  The  eruption  of  Mount 
Krakatoa  in  the  East  Indies  was  heard  in  Australia, 
2,000  miles  away.  As  far  as  known,  it  was  the 
biggest  noise  ever  emitted. 

Some  people  say  that  sound  travels  long  distances 
by  following  watercourses,  and  others  that  the 
sound  of  cannon  can  be  heard  in  forests  better  than 
in  the  open.  It  is  true  that  water  is  a  good  sound 
conductor,  as  anybody  can  learn  by  sticking  his 
head  under  water  in  a  bath  tub  while  the  water  runs 
from  the  faucet.  But  it  is  also  true  that  sound 
waves  that  travel  under  water  never  seem  to  rise 
above  the  surface  and  continue  their  course  in  the 
air.  It  is  also  a  well-known  fact  that  to  make  a 
“sound  proof”  wall  it  is  necessary  to  make  it  double, 
leaving  either  an  air  space  between,  or  a  layer  of 
a  different  material. 


RECORD  WORK  IN  SHIPYARDS. 

In  the  shipyards  of  Great  Britain,  where  fleets 
are  born,  there 'has  been  tremendous  activity  since 
the  commencement  of  the  war,  and  the  effort  to  pro¬ 
vide  the  navy  with  all  it  requires  has  been  stupen¬ 
dous. 

James  Bone  gives  a  picturesque  account  of  the 
wonderful  work  that  has  been  accomplished. 

“When  we  speak  of  Germany’s  industrial  inven¬ 
tiveness  and  resource,”  he  says,  “we  are  apt  to 
•  forget  that  she  neither  discovered  the  application 
of  steam  as  a  motive  power  nor  did  she  invent  any 
of  the  great  devices  by  which  nations  have  been 
brought  closer  and  time  and  space  have  been  tele¬ 
scoped.  The  German  navy  exists  only  as  the  result  I 
of  British  inventions. 

“Now,  in  the  great  world-struggle  all  our  ship¬ 


building  resources  of  peace  have  been  tremendously 
expanded  for  war.  One  yard  alone  has  launched  a 
battleship,  cruiser,  torpedo  boat  destroyer,  or  sub¬ 
marine  every  month  since  the  war  began.  One 
famous  marine  engine  shop  has  produced  1,000 
horsepower  of  machinery  every  day  since  the  be¬ 
ginning  of  last  year. 

“Wonderful  engine  shops,  up  to  a  thousand  yards 
in  length,  of  cathedral  height  and  spaciousness, 
splendidly  lit,  with  railways  linking  up  every  part 
of  the  organization,  have  sprung  up  in  many 
parts.” 


A  RIVER  OF  MUD. 

During  a  rainy  season  some  time  ago,  Klukwan, 
a  small  Alaskan  village,  was  deluged  by  a  flood  of 
mud  which  covered  it  to  a-  depth  of  from  one  to  two 
feet.  Although  no  life  was  lost,  considerable  dam¬ 
age  was  done  and  the  natives  terrified.  They  are 
still  fearful  of  another  visitation,  for  tradition  tells 
that  years  ago  the  whole  settlement  was  wiped  out 
by  a  great  black  river. 

In  the  mountains,  some  two  and  a  half  miles  back 
of  the  village,  Popular  Mechanics  explains,  there  is 
a  large  natural  basin  which  is  drained  by  a  small 
stream  that  cuts  through  a  gorge  formerly  not  more 
than  6  feet  wide.  During  incessant  rains  this  outlet 
became  clogged  by  alluvium  and  the  great  bowl 
was  almost  completely  filled  with  mud  and  rocks. 
Then  one  afternoon  the  natives  were  turned  into 
panic  by  a  fearful  rumbling,  grinding  roar.  A  lake 
of  slime  carrying  huge  boulders  and  tons  of  small 
rocks  belched  forth  and  plowed  its  way  through  the 
narrow  gorge,  tearing  it  wide  open  and  making  in  a 
direct  line  for  the  village.  It  swept  on  at  a  rate 
of  about  eight  miles  an  hour,  and  in  some  places 
dug  paths  10  feet  deep. 

Within  a  few  feet  of  the  uppermost  building  of 
the  village  the  black  river  divided  into  two  streams. 
For  seventeen  minutes  the  roaring  continued.  The 
mud  and  rocks  spread  out,  covering  almost  the  en¬ 
tire  town,  so  that  only  here  and  there  could  one  find 
a  sprig  of  green  where  a  few  minutes  before  there 
had  been  well-kept  gardens.  As  soon  as  the  water 
drained  off,  the  mud  hardened,  becoming  like  as¬ 
phalt,  interspersed  with  jagged  rocks.  A  govern¬ 
ment  schoolhouse  stands  at  the  point  where  the 
black  torrent  branched  into  two  rivers.  Here  the 
mud  broke  through  a  barred  door,  rolled  through  a 
kitchen  and  dining  room,  and  spread  itself  out  to  a 
depth  of  18  inches  in  the  classroom.  Picks  and 
shovels  were  used  to  clear  the  place,  and  finally, 
alter  an  expenditure  of  approximately  $500,  the 
building  was  rendered  habitable.  Many  dwellings 
j  fared  similarly,  and  weeks  were  consumed  in 
cleaning. 
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TIMELY  TOPICS 


All  Russian  White  Sea  ports  have  been  closed  to 
*  merchandise  of  every  kind  except  what  is  required 
for  the  national  defense,  says  an  announcement  of 
the  Russian  Ministry  of  Trade  of  recent  date.  Per¬ 
mits  for  the  introduction  of  the  kinds  of  merchan¬ 
dise  not  excluded  must  be  obtained  from  a  special 
committee  on  ocean  shipping. 


General  Superintendent  E.  Raymond  has  received 
an  anonymous  letter  containing  $46  in  currency, 
which  the  writej*  states  is  entrusted  to  the  superin- 
^tendent’s  care  for  the  A.,  T.  &  S.  F.  Railway.  The 
writer,  who  is  undoubtedly  a  woman,  judging  by 
the  handwriting,  gives  no  information  as  to  what 
the  money  is  for,  but  suggests  that  Mr.  Raymond 
•  credit  the  amount  to  the  “conscience  fund.” 


In  describing  the  work  of  the  16,000  English 
women  who  were  employed  in  a  munition  factory 
where  she  worked,  Lady  Alexandria  Colebrook,  of 
England,  paid  a  high  compliment  to  the  American 
men  who  were  fitters  in  the  shops  of  the  plant  and 
the  only  men  employed  there.  “I  cannot  say  too 
much,”  Lady  Colebrook  said  to  the  New  York 
Evening  Sun,  “for  the  kindness  of  these  Americans. 
*  They  are  universally  kind  and  patient  in  teaching 
the  women  how  to  fit  the  shells.”  The  women  in 
this  plant  worked  in  three  eight-hour  shifts,  and 
*Lady  Colebrook  took  her  turn  at  the  night  shift 
with  the  other  women. 


According  to  an  article  by  Admiral  Sir  Cyprian 
Bridge  of  the  British  Navy,  published  recently  in 
The  London  Times,  the  loss  inflicted  on  the  steam 
shipping  of  the  British  Empire  by  its  foes  from,  the 
outbreak  of  the  war  to  March  23 — that  is,  in  nearly 
nineteen  months  of  war — amounted  to  less  than  4 
per  cent,  of  the  total  number  of  vessels  and  6  per 
'•“cent,  of  the  total  tonnage.  France’s  loss,  he  said, 
was  a  little  over  4  per  cent,  in  number  and  7  per 
I  cent,  in  tonnage,  Russia’s  less  than  3  3-4  per  cent. 
Ain  number  and  less  than  5  per  cent,  in  tonnage,  and 
Italy’s  nearly  3  1-4  per  cent,  in  number  and  over 
4  1-2  per  cent,  in  tonnage. 


The  Navy  Department  is  very  reticent  about  the 
I  designs  of  its  new  battle-cruisers,  and  the  meager 
j  ;nformation  which  has  been  officially  given  out 
l  must  have  been  a  reluctant  concession  to  the  adver- 
(fc  ising  proclivities  of  the  present  Secretary.  It 
seems  that  the  five  new  battle-cruisers  are  actually 
to  aim  at  35  knots  and  are  to  cost  some  $20,000,000 
-apiece,  if  so,  they  will  displace  nearer  35,000  than 
32,000  tons;  and  even  at  that,  if  they  carry  ten  14- 
inch  guns,  it  is  a  pretty  sure  guess  that  the  armor 
protection  must  be  very  scant.  It  is  reported  that 


they  will  be  850  feet  long,  and  for  35  knots  they 
will  need  all  of  that.  Rut  what  about  docking  them? 
The  new  bill  should  include  provision  for  at  least 
one  1,000-foot  dock. 


A  swain  whose  name  is  Sam  Wilkerton,  of  Sa¬ 
vannah,  Ga.,  spent  his  last  hard-earned  money  for  a 
marriage  license.  After  considerable  conversation 
with  the  preacher  regarding  rates  he  pawned  his 
hat  and  became  united  in  marriage.  There  is  one 
thing  missing  from  Sam’s  happy1  life,  and  that  is 
the  marriage  certificate,  the  official  record  of  the 
union  bought  with  a  hat.  Sam  pawned  his  hat, 
and,  securing  a  dollar  for  this  bit  of  haberdashery, 
carried  the  coin  and  his  fiancee  to  the  altar,  leaving 
the  one  and  becoming  the  better  half  of  the  other. 
Thus  the  ceremony  was  performed  and  Sam  kissed 
the  bride,  while  his  left  hand  reached  out  for  the 
marriage  certificate,  but  his  latter  move  was  inter¬ 
cepted.  “That’ll  cost  you  one  dollar,”  said  the 
minister.  And  that’s  the  situation.  Sam  swapped 
his  hat  for  a  bride,  but  lacks  the  dollar  to  prove  his 
union. 


The  United  States  Coast  and  Geodetic  Survey  is 
about  to  make  a  resurvey  by  the  wire  drag  method 
of  Massachusetts  Bay  between  Nahant  and  Cape 
Ann,  and  of  the  western  part  of  Cape  Cod  Bay  be¬ 
tween  Plymouth  and  the  Cape  Cod  Canal.  This 
method  has  been  in  use  for  ten  years  on  the  coast  of 
New  England,  and  has  had  important  results  in  the 
Maine  bays,  Boston  and  Cape  Cod  bays.  Buzzards 
and  Narragansett  bays,  and  the  East  River,  New 
York.  It  is  in  use  in  Alaska  with  marked  success, 
and  has  been  employed  in  Florida,  Porto  Rico,  and 
Panama.  The  surveys  in  the  vicinity  of  Boston  last 
year  had  such  important  results  that  the  work  is  to 
be  continued.  Several  new  buoys  are  in  position, 
some  of  the  old  buoys  have  been  shifted,  and  the  ac¬ 
cepted  deep  channel  to  Cape  Co’d  Canal  is  more  than 
a  mile  farther  offshore  than  previously. 

The  wire  drag  consists  principally  of  a  long  wire 
suspended  at  known  depths  below  the  surface  by 
vertical  wire  cables,  connecting  buoys  on  the  sur¬ 
face  with  suitable  sinkers.  It  is  towed  by  launches, 
the  purpose  being  to  place  the  wire  at  the  proper 
depth  to  catch  on  all  obstructions  of  less  depth  and 
to  pass  over  all  of  greater  depth.  The  maximum 
depth  selected  for  the  area  to  be  dragged  is  50 
feet  at  mean  low  water  or  58  feet  at  high  water, 
wherever  such  depth  exists.  In  Salem  and  Glou¬ 
cester  harbors  the  maximum  depth  will  be  33  feet 
at  mean  low  water.  The  object  of  the  announced 
work  is  to  insure  the  safety  of  all  vessels  bound  to 
or  from  the  Cape  Cod  Canal,  vessels  bound  east¬ 
ward,  from  Boston,  and  those  entering  Salem, 
Beverly,  and  Gloucester  harbors. 
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SIMPLE  SAM 

THE  POOR  BOY 

- OR - 

Not  So  Green  As  He  Looked 


BY  J.  P.  RICHARDS 


(A  Serial  Story) 

CHAPTER  I  (continued). 

“He  must  be  the  son  of  Old  Nick,”  said  the  second 

tramp. 

“Yes;  I  told  you  that  he  could  lick  a  dozen  of  you. 
He  isn’t  mad  yet,  but  if  you  go  back  there  the  sec¬ 
ond  time  he  will  probably  break  all  your  bones.” 

“The  deuce  he  isn’t  mad!” 

“No;  he  hasn’t  "hurt  either  of  you,  has  he?” 

“Yes,”  said  one,  “I’m  hurt  all  over,  but  hanged 
if.  I  knowT  exactly  where Y 

The  second  tramp  lost  his  hat,  too,  in  the  strug¬ 
gle,  and  he  decided  to  go  bare-headed  the  rest  of 
his  life  rather  than  run  up  against  Simple  Sam 
again. 

“I’ll  get  your  hat  for  you,”  said  the  blacksmith, 
and  as  he  went  back  to  the  gate  he  found  Sam  stand¬ 
ing  there  looking,  as  though  he  had  enjoyed  the 
racket. 

“Sam,  my  boy,  you  don’t  want  that  knife  and 
those  two  old  hats,  do  you?” 

“No,  I  don’t.” 

“Well,  I’ll  take  them  back  to  them.” 

“All  right;  marm  told  me  to  drive  them  away, 
and  that’s  all  I  did.” 

“That’s  right,  Sam.  You’ve  just  got  the  best 
mother  in  the  world.” 

“That  I  have ;  she  told  me  to  run  them  awav,  and 
I  did.” 

The  blacksmith  picked  up  the  two  hats  and  the 
knife,  and  said: 

“I’ll  give  them  to  them,  Sam.” 

“Say,  let  me  see  that  knife,”  Sam  asked,  and  the 
blacksmith  handed  it  to  him. 

He  looked  at  it  for  a  few  minutes. 

It  was  a  murderous-looking  weapon,  and  as  he 
handed  it  back  to  him  he  said: 

“I  wonder  what  it  is  for? 

“Oh,  those  fellows  always  carry  knives  and  pis¬ 
tols  to  defend  themselves  against  dogs. 

“Well,  Tige  never  noticed'  them.” 

“Well,  it’s  a  wonder  you  didn’t  get  cut.” 


CHAPTER  II. 

“SIMPLE  SAM”  AND  HIS  SOUP  BONE. 

The  blacksmith  walked  off  with  the  tramps’  knife 
and  hats  and  delivered  them  to  their  owners,  saying: 

“There  you  are!  Wherever  you  go  be  careful  that 
you  keep  away  from  that  place.” 


The  owner  of  the  knife  took  it  and  returned  it  to 
a  case  which  he  wore  under  his  vest. 

Then  he  proceeded  to  dust  his  hat  and  clothes. 

Neither  of  them  looked  quite  as  dilapidated  as 
the  average  tramp,  and  they  fell  to  talking  with  the 
blacksmith  and  the  others  who  had  come  to  the  shop 
on  hearing  that  Simple  Sam  was  having  fun  with 
them. 

“Well,”  said  one  of  them,  “if  that  fellow  ever 
tackles  me  again  I’ll  give  him  a  bullet.” 

“Well,  if  you  do  you’ll  be  lynched  before  you  get 
out  of  this  town.  That  boy  is  the  only  protection 
that  his  mother  has,  and  he  is  worth  more  as  a  pro¬ 
tector  than  all  the  police  in  the  whole  country.  He 
is  perfectly  harmless,  toe.” 

“He  ought  to  be  chained  up  as  a  dangerous  luna¬ 
tic,”  asserted  .the  tramp,  and  the  others  laughed. 

A  little  later  the  two  tramps  walked  off  together.  ^ 

The  news  spread  all  over  the  town  and  the  tramps 
were  jeered  and  asked  if  they  had  been  down  to  see 
Simple  Sam.  w 

They  lost  no  time  in  getting  out  of  town. 

Some  of  Sam’s  acquaintances  walked  down  to  his 
mother’s  home,  and,  looking  over  the  fence,  saw 
him  leisurely  working  the  garden  as  though  nothing 
whatever  had  happened  to  disturb  either  his  or  his 
mother’s  equanimity. 

“How  are  you  getting  on,  Sam?”  one  of  them 
called  out. 

“Fine!”  he  replied,  but  never  stopped  a  moment 
in  his  work.  \ 

None  of  them  dared  open  the  gate  to  go  inside,  for 
the  dog  Tige  was  lying  in  the  middle  of  the  yard 
with  his  chin  resting  on  his  forepaws  watching  , 
them. 

Everybody  in  the  place  knew  that  the  dog  obeyed 
Sam  as  readily  as  he  obeyed  his  mother. 

Soon  after  the  racket  with  the  tramps  Sam  went 
up  into  the  town  on  an  errand  for  his  mother. 

He  had  to  pass  in  front  of  a  saloon  where  a  lot  of 
men  were  carousing,  and  two  of  them  stopped  him 
to  have  fun  with  him. 

They  wanted  to  know  what  he  had  in  his  basket. 

“Nothing  but  a  soup  bone,  sir,  for  my  dog. 

“What!  Do  you  feed  your  dog  on  a  soup  bone?” 

“Yes,  after  mother  and  I  have  had  our  soup  first.” 

“Oh,  you  eat  the  same  fare  that  the  dog  has,  eh?” 

“No;  the  dog  gets  what’s  left.” 

His  answers  were  so  very  simple  and  good-natured  I 
that  the  drunken  fellows  decided  that  they  would 
have  some  iun  with  him,  and  one  of  them  managed  I 
to  slip  the  bone  out  of  his  basket,  and  gave  it  to  a 
stray  dog  that  was  passing  at  the  time. 

The  dog,  of  course,  seized  the  bone  and  lay  down  II 
on  the  ground  with  it  between  his  forepaws  and  be-  ft 
gan  making  a  meal  of  it. 

Sam  looked  at  the  man  and  said: 

“Now  you  buy  another  bone.” 

Oh,  go  back  and  get  another  where  you  got  that  In 
one.” 


(To  be  continued.) 
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As  twelve-year-old  Jpseph  Annusai  was  walking 
*  down  the  stairs  in  his  home  in  Orange,  N.  J.,  the 
other  day,  he  was  accidentally  shot  in  the  chin  and 
throat  by  his  sister,  who  was  playing  with  a  small 
shotgun.  Sixteen  shots  have  been  taken  out  of  the 
wound  at  the  Orange  Memorial  Hospital,  and  it  is 
.expected  that  he  will  recover. 


British  soldiers  on  leave  who  had  their  “empire 
day”  on  the  boulevards  on  May  24,  attracted  general 
attention,  not  so  much  on  account  of  the  roses  they 
wore  as  the  curious  articles  they  pulled  from  their 
♦  pockets;  tobacco  pouches,  purses,  pocketbooks  of  a 
mottled  leather  that  looked  like  leopard  skin  at  the 
first  glance,  but  turned  out  to  be  giraffe  skin.  These 
^ soldiers,  just  back  from  East  Africa,  had  been 
obliged  t d  hunt  these  animals  because  they  rubbed 
their  long  necks  against  field  wires  and  cut  com¬ 
munications. 


A  race  between  a  man  and  an  ostrich  is  reported 
from  Kansas  City.  The  bird  is  seven  months  old, 
and  it  has  been  exhibited  as  a  runner  at  various 
State  fairs,  in  competition  with  motorcycles'  and 
automobiles.  A  member  of  the  motorcycle  police 
.  squad  of  the  city,  though  he  could  easily  have  made 
a  speed  of  seventy  miles  an  hour  with  his  high-pow¬ 
ered  machine,  paced  the  ostrich  and  his  speed  indi¬ 
cator  showed  that  the  bird  made  forty  miles  an 
’•hour.  When  near  the  finish  line  the  policeman 
brought  cheers  from  the  crowd  which  had  gathered 
to  witness  the  race  by  opening  the  throttle  of  his 
engine  and  finishing  well  in  advance  of  nature’s 
fastest  bird  at  a  whirlwind  sped  of  over  a  mile  a 
minute,  to  the  dismay  of  the  ostrich. 


A  military  training  camp  for  schoolboys  between 
the  ages  of  sixteen  and  nineteen  will  be  conducted 
from  August  9  to  September  9  at  Peekskill,  N.  Y., 
*by  the  New  York  National  Guard.  All  physically  fit 
schoolboys  in  all  schools  are  eligible.  In  addition,  a 
schoolmen’s  battalion,  consisting  of  300  instructors 
*in  physical  training  and  athletics,  teachers  and 
principals  of  New  York  public  schools,  will  receive 
military  training  to  fit  them  to  instruct  the  10,000 
high  school  boys  of  New  York  City  under  the  pro¬ 
visions  of  the  recently  enacted  State  law.  The  ex¬ 
penses  for  the  boys  will  be  approximately  $16,  ex¬ 
clusive  of  uniform.  The  instruction  will  include 
physical  training,  athletics,  hygiene,  campcraft, 
*>hikes  and  camping. 


“Araroba  or  Goa  Powder  of  Brazil”  forms  the 
*  mb  met  of  an  interesting  report  from  Consul  Robert 
Frazer,  Jr.,  stationed  at  Bahia.  The  world’s  supply 
of  this  powder  is  said  to  come  entirely  from  the 


State  of  Bahia.  From  it  is  obtained  the  substance 
known  as  chrysarobin,  used  in  the  treatment  of  skin 
diseases ;  especially  psoriasis.  The  trees  from  which 
this  product  is  obtained  grow  wild  and  are  known 
locally  as  amargoso  do  matto.  The  substance  is 
found  in  the  form  of  a  pulp  or  small  solid  masses  in 
crevices  of  the  heart-wood,  and  is  said  to  be  a  mor¬ 
bid  growth.  The  trees  are  felled  and  split  open, 
and  the  damp  lumps  of  araroba  are  removed,  dried 
and  finally  powdered.  It  is  of  a  bright  yellow  color 
when  extracted,  but  turns  to  various  shades  of  yel¬ 
lowish  brown.  In  some  cases  a  single  tree  yields  as 
much  as  60  to  65  pounds.  A  very  caustic  liquid  is 
found  in  the  tree  in  connection  with  this  substance. 
Both  the  araroba  powder  and  this  liquid  are  very 
dangerous  to  handle.'  Mr.  Frazer  states  that  “those 
engaged  in  the  work  for  any  length  of  time,  al¬ 
though  protected  by  gloves  and  masks  with  glass 
eyepieces,  invariably  lose  their  hair,  eyebrows  and 
eyelashes,  and  sometimes  even  become  blind.”  The 
powder  is  packed  for  transportation  in  hermetically 
sealed  tins,  enclosed  in  wooden  cases. 


“A  diamond  of  the  first, water  should  be  entirely 
colorless  and  transparent,  without  any  inclusion  or 
flaw,”  says  the  Scientific  American.  “It  is  of  the 
second  water  if  it  is  colorless  with  small  but  unim¬ 
portant  faults,  or  if  it  is  without  faults  but  with 
some  traces  of  color ;  and  third  water  if  it  is  color¬ 
less,  but  with  larger  faults,  or  if  it  i&  distinctly 
colored.  The  correct  valuation  is  therefore  very 
difficult  and  often  subject  to  the  jeweler’s  judgment. 
For  this  reason  Professor  Rosiwal  gives  to  the  lay¬ 
man  the  following  hints:  Stones  of  the  first  water 
are  carried  only  by  the  highest  class  jewelers.  The 
requisite  is  perfect  lack  of  color,  or — what  is  more 
highly  prized — a  tinge  of  blue.  In  general,  beauti¬ 
fully  colored  diamonds  command  fabulous  prices 
and  are  to  be  found  only  iif  the  treasure  vaults  of 
princes.  Stones  of  the  second  water  are  numerous. 
They  are  supposed  to  be  microscopically  pure,  but 
almost  always  show  some  inclusions.  There  are 
oftentimes  traces  of  yellow  color  in  this  grade,  and 
because  this  can  be  seen  best  in  sunlight  one  should 
never  buy  diamonds  at  night,  for  the  prevailing 
lights  cause  stones  that  are  even  noticeably  yellow¬ 
ish  to  appear  clear.  Most  of  the  stones  of  the  ordi¬ 
nary  market  are  of  the  third  quality,  and  the  dealers 
try  to  cover  up  their  faults  by  combining  them  into 
groups  for  border-stones  or  for  the  popular  pen¬ 
dants,  diamond  hearts,  marquise  rings,  etc.  While 
they  may  be  colorless,  they'are  often  so  full  of  flaws 
that  they  would  be  ranked  as  ‘bort,’  or.  diamonds 
good  only  for  mechanical  purposes,  if  there  had  not 
been  such  a  demand  for  the  gems  as  to  increase  the 
price.” 
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Long-distance  telephone  communication  between 
Montreal  and  Vancouver  has  been  established.  The 
toll  charges  over  the  new  lines  are  as  follows :  Van¬ 
couver  to  Montreal,  first  three  minutes,  $22.15 ; 
each  additional  minute,  $6.45.  Vancouver  to  New 
York,  first  three  minutes,  $22.65;  each  additional 
minute,  $7.15. 


When  Gus  Crivella,  an  Alton,  Ill.,  fruit  dealer,  at¬ 
tempted  to  put  his  foot  into  his  shoe  the  other 
morning,  he  felt  something  soft  inside.  He  quickly 
withdrew  his  foot,  turned  the  shoe  upside-down  and 
tapped  the  bottom  of  it  with  a  hammer.  A  taran¬ 
tula,  two  inches  long,  fell  out.  He  killed  it  and  has 
it  on  exhibition. 


The  construction  of  the  300-foot  towers  for  the 
new  long-distance  station  at  Mare  Island,  near  San 
Francisco,  is  well  under  way.  It  is  believed  that 
when  the  30  kw.  apparatus  is  installed,  the  Mare 
Island  station  will  be  in  constant  touch  with  ships 
of  the  navy  along  the  Pacific  Coast  as  far  as  the 
southern  boundary  of  Mexico.  The  station  will 
also  be  able  to  communicate  with  land  stations 
along  the  coast  and  with  the  Government  station 
at  Arlington,  near  Washington. 


The  unusual  spectacle  of  a  man  attending  the 
funeral  of  his  wife  in  company  with  his  bride  has 
been  presented  in  St.  Joseph,  Mo.  The  wife  of 
Louis  Ryse,  a  Japanese  porter,  died  at  8  o’clock 
Sunday  morning  and  before  noon  he  had  obtained  a 
license  and  was  married  to  his  sister-in-law,  who 
was  a  sister  of  the  dead  woman.  This  afternoon 
the  bride  and  bridegroom  attended  the  funeral  of 
the  former  Mrs.  Ryse  as  chief  mourners  and  they 
are  now  occupying  the  home  in  which  the  first  Mrs. 
Ryse  had  reigned. 


Dorothy  G.  Prefert,  nineteen  years  old,  cashier  in 
a  Main  street  drug  store,  was  shot  and  probably 
fatally  wounded  by  an  unknown  assailant  as  she 
sat  in  the  cashier’s  cage  of  the  store.  The  man  who 
did  the  shooting  escaped  in  an  automobile.  At  the 
hospital  when  the  girl  regained  consciousness  she 
said  she  did  not  know  the  man  who  did  the  shoot¬ 
ing  and  could  give  no  reason  for  the  attack.  There 
were  several  persons  in  the  store  at  the  time. 


The  Rev.  W.  F.  Kirkpatrick,  pastor  of  the  Pente¬ 
costal  Church  at  Upper  Alton,  Mo.,  is  going  to  di¬ 
vide  his  time  between  preaching  and  printing.  He 
has  installed  a  job  press  and  fonts  of  type  in  the 
church  building,  and  will  alternate  between  setting 
type  and  preaching  the  Gospel.  He  thinks  he  will 
be  able  to  do  both  acceptably,  as  he  is  a  union 
printer  as  well  as  an  ordained  minister.  The  audi¬ 


torium  and  the  print  shop  are  in  adjoining  rooms. 
The  pastor  will  only  have  to  step  through  the  door¬ 
way  to  become  the  printer  and  the  printer  will  only 
have  to  step  back  through  the  same  doorway  to 
again  become  the  pastor. 


Somebody  is  building  a  temple  of  dishonesty  in 
the  form  of  a  house  of  which  all  the  component 
parts  are  stolen.  Now  the  thieves  are  stealing  the 
doors.  The  last  case  of  such  thievery  was  reported 
to  the  police  recently  by  Mrs.  W.  H.  Hill  of  No. 
1414  Feloda  street,  Los  Angeles.  When  Mrs.  Hill 
left  home  the  other  morning  the  back  door  was<. 
locked  safely  on  its  hinges.  When  she  returned  two 
hours  later  the  door  was  gone.  Other  house  parts 
have  been  stolen  in  other  neighborhoods  recently 
The  police  are  wondering  what  the  thieves  will  do 
when  they  get  around  to  making  a  basement  and 
cement  walk  for  their  homes. 


A  concealed  wireless  telegraph  station  which  ex¬ 
ists  in  some  parts  of  Brussels  has  caused  much  an¬ 
noyance  to  the  local  German  authorities  because 
of  the  fact  that  it  has  furnished  the  people  of  Bel¬ 
gium  with  war  news  which  the  Germans  desired  to 
keep  from  them.  According  to  reports,  the  search* 
for  the  station  has  thus  far  been  unsuccessful,  al¬ 
though  as  an  added  incentive  a  reward  of  $2,500  is 
being  offered  for  information  that  will  disclose  the% 
location  of  the  troublesome  plant.  Since  the  wire¬ 
less  station  appears  to  be  used  for  receiving  mes¬ 
sages  only,  its  detection  is  extremely  difficult  and 
resolves  itself  into  practically  a  house-to-house 
search ;  but  if  the  station  were  also  used  to  transmit 
messages,  its  apprehension  would  be  a  simple 
matter. 


American  clay  in  paper  making  was  the  subject 
of  a  recent  conference  between  representatives  of*? 
clay-mining  companies  and  of  the  United  States 
Bureau  of  Standards.  It  was  shown  that  several 
mills  in  this  country  were  using  American  clays- 
with  excellent  results,  while  several  others  making 
the  same  grade  of  paper  had  never  been  able  to  use 
anything  except  imported  clays.  The  facts  indicate 
that  part  at  least  of  the  criticism  of  domestic  clays 
is  due  to  prejudice  in  favor  of  the  imported  article. 
Foreign  clays  are  said  to  have  a  much  whiter  ap¬ 
pearance  than  the  domestic,  yet  it  is  definitely 
known  that  many  imported  clays  are  treated  with 
ultramarine  blue,  giving  them  an  artificial  effect^ 
It  is  proposed  to  make  runs  on  a  paper  machine  to 
determine  the  difference  in  rate  and  amount  of  set¬ 
tling-out  of  the  clays,  and  to  make  tests  for  color!, 
per  cent  of  grit,  ease  with  which  the  clays  mix  with 
water,  and  other  significant  tests. 
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Good  Current  News  Articles 

“A  war  settlement  warrant”  for  $968,  signed  by 
Secretary  of  the  Treasury  W.  G.  McAdoo,  is  in  pos¬ 
session  now  of  the  heirs  of  Samuel  H.  Pipes  in  pay¬ 
ment  for  fifteen  Missouri  mules  which  the  govern¬ 
ment  requisitioned  from  him  in  the  civil  war. 
Efforts  to  collect  for  the  mules  had  been  made  by 
Pipes  for  forty  years,  according  to  attorneys  for  the 
claimants.  Pipes  died  in  Butte,  Mont.,  six  years 
ago. 


*  Harry  McDonald,  who  has  been  placed  in  the 
county  jail,  Tiffen,  Ohio,  weighs  about  400  pounds. 
He  is  the  largest  person  ever  arrested  in  Tiffen.  He 

*  was  brought  here  by  Sheriff  Bare  from  the  Michi¬ 
gan  City,  Ind„  penitentiary,  where  he  had  been 
serving  time  for  horse  stealing.  The  sheriff  met 
him  at  the  gate  and  arrested  him  on  the  charge  of 
stealing  a  horse  and  buggy  several  years  ago  from 
Duffy  Bros,  livery  barn  in  Fostoria. 


Serving  lunches  to  hold  employees  is  but  one  of 
the  many  successful  plans  a  Baltimore  clothing 
manufacturer  is  using  at  the  present  time.  Lunches 
~  are  brought  to  the  employees  at  their  machines  and 
benches  by  a  colored  maid,  who  also  takes  the  or¬ 
ders  that  are  filled  in  the  company’s  lunch  room. 
^  The  food  is  served  at  practically  cost  price.  Not 
only  has  the  manufacturer  found  this  plan  profit¬ 
able  in  that  the  workers  materially  increase  their 
daily  output,  but  he  has  also  succeeded  in  obtaining 
additional  skilled  help  from  time  to  time  even  in 
the  face  of  labor  shortage. 


To  wed  a  man  she  never  saw  Viola  Kleckner  left 
*  Sunbury,  Pa.,  alone  recently  on  a  7,000-mile  trip 
to  Seward,  Alaska,  where  she  will  become  the  bride 
of  Jame3  M.  Foley,  a  mining  engineer.  Ten  years 
A  ago  Mrs.  M.  K.  Dietz,  a  woman  friend,  went  to  that 
country  to  live  and  through  her  the  pair  became 
acquainted  by  letter.  They  exchanged  correspond¬ 


ence  and  photographs  and  he  proposed  and  was  ac¬ 
cepted.  The  young  woman  declared  that  she  is  not 
one  bit  afraid  to  make  the  trip,  and  does  not  fear 
the  wedding  will  turn  out  disastrous.  “His  letters 
are  too  sincere,”  she  said,  “to  have  him  prove  to  be 
a  faithless  husband,  and  I  just  know  I  am  going  to 
be  happy.”  The  coming  bridegroom,  according  to 
friends  of  the  young  woman,  is  wealthy,  having 
been  successful  in  mining  ventures  in  the  far  north. 
He  forwarded  his  sweetheart  a  ticket  from  here  to 
her  new  home  and  is  planning  to  build  her  a  big 
house  as  soon  as  she  arrives  here.  Miss  Kleckner 
has  never  been  far  away  from  home  in  her  life,  but 
there  was  a  brave  smile  on  her  pretty  face  as  she 
boarded  the  train  for  the  lonely  trip  with  Dan 
Cupid  as  her  advance  messenger. 


Grins  and  Chuckles 

“I  met  with  an  unusual  experience  to-day.” 
“That  so?  What  happened?”  “I  upset  an  ink  bot¬ 
tle  on  a  clean  tablecloth.”  “Nothing  unusual  about 
that.”  “Yes,  there  was.  The  bottle  was  empty.” 


A  negro  mammy  had  a  family  of  boys  so  well  be¬ 
haved  that  one  day  her  mistress  asked:  “Sally,  how 
did  you  raise  your  boys  so  well?”  “Ah’ll  tell  you’, 
missus,”  answered  Sally.  “Ah;  raise’  dem  boys  with 
a  barrel  stave,  an’  Ah  raise’  ’em  frequent.” 


“Who  was  it,”  shouted  the  suffrage  leader,  “who 
was  it  that  did  the  most  to  elevate  woman?”  Far 
down  the  aisle  a  little  chap  blinked  his  eyes  and 
drawled:  “Why,  the  man  that  invented  those  high 
French  heels.”  And  then  the  meeting  adjourned. 


“Oh,  mother,”  sobbed  the  young  wife,  “John 
doesn’t  trust  me.”  “Why,  my  child,  what  has  he 
done?”  “Well,  you  know,  I  cooked  my  first  dinner 
for  him  to-day,  and  he  invited  a  friend  to  dine  with 
him.”  The  sobs  broke  out  afresh.  “And  oh, 
mother,  the  man  was  a  doctor.” 


Chatty  Neighbor — I  suppose  you  don’t  stand  for 
any  war  arguments  among  your  boarders?  Board¬ 
ing  House  Mistress — Oil,  yes!  You  see,  our  biggest 
eater  gets  so  interested  that  he  forgets  to  eat  and 
our  next  biggest  eater  gets  so  mad  that  he  leaves 
before  the  meal  is  half  over. 


“You  told  me  the  citizens  of  your  community 
would  stand  by  you  as  one  man,”  said  the  campaign 
manager.  “Yes,”  replied  Senator  Sorghum.  “And 
all  the  letters  we  have  received  bring  forward  only 
a  solitary  voter  who  is  going  to  suport  you.”  “That 
is  the  one  I  had  reference  to.” 


A  baseball  player  had  two  fingers  of  his  right 
hand  pretty  badly  bunged  up  in  practice,  and  on  his 
way  home  from  the  grounds  he  dropped  into  a  doc¬ 
tor’s  office  to  have  them  attended  to.  “Doctor,”  he 
asked  anxiously,  as  lie  was  leaving,  “when  this  paw 
of  mine  heals  will  1  be  able  to  play  the  piano?” 
“Certainly  you  will,”  the  doctor  assured  him.  “Well, 
then,  you’re  a  wonder.  Doc.  I  never  could  before.” 


80 


PLUCK  AND  LUCK. 


ARTICLES  OF  ALL  KINDS 


NAILS  IN  LEG  BONE. 

Arthur  Stephenson,  a  messenger,  was  run  down 
by  an  automobile  nearly  three  years  ago  and  suf¬ 
fered  a  crushed  leg.  Despite  an  operation  and  treat¬ 
ment  at  Ann  Arbor,  Mich.,  including  the  use  of  a 
portion  of  the  bone  of  the  other  leg  for  a  splice,  the 
injured  bone  did  not  heal,  and  Stephenson  never 
recovered  the  use  of  tke  leg.  Recently  it  had  to  be 
amputated  and  two  rusted  shingle  nails  were  found 
in  the.  edge  of  the  wounded  bone. 


MAKE  GLOVES  OF  EGG  SHELLS. 

Many  people  imagine  when  an  article  is  cast  into 
the  dustbin  its  days  are  ended.  This,  however,  is 
not  so,  for  all  the  contents  of  dust-carts  are  care¬ 
fully  sorted  as  they  are  emptied,  anything  of  value 
being  put  aside.  Disregarding  such  things  as 
scissors,  knives,  etc.,  many  corporations  are  mak¬ 
ing  a  big  profit  outYof  their  “dust.”  Ydu  wouldn’t 
think  that  there  would  be  any  value  in  egg  shells, 
yet  every  year  as  many  as  400  tons  are  required  in 
the  manufacture  of  so-called  kid  gloves,  and  also  in 
printed  calico. 

Corks,  too,  are  a  value  item,  for  they  sell  to  manu¬ 
facturers  at  the  rate  of  nine  cents  a  pound,  and  in 
a  year  no  fewer  than  $500,000  worth  are  thrown 
away,  according  to  the  Philadelphia  Inquirer. 

Cycles  suffer  a  number  of  hardships  before  they 
reach  an  absolute  end.  Old  tires  are  bought  at  quite 
a  good  price  by  manufacturers  for  the  rubber  on 
them — inner  tubes  are  especially  valuable,  and  go 
to  make  rubber  mats  and  cheap  rubber  toys.  The 
frame  supplies  gas-fitters  with  short  lengths  of 
tube,  and  the  rest  of  the  machine  is  melted  down  to 
make  a  fresh  iron  article. 


IRISH  BLACKTHORN. 

The  Irish  blackthorn  is  identical  with  the  sloe 
bush,  usually  of  underwood  height,  and  grows  along 
the  edge  of  ditches  and  streams.  It  should  not  be 
confused  with  the  whitethorn  or  hawthorn,  which 
bears  haws  instead  of  sloes,  and  which  is  mainly  of 
English  growth. 

The  blackthorn  occasionally  grows  in  England, 
but  the  Irish  specimens  grow  more  slowly  and  have 
a  tougher,  stouter  texture  of  grain.  The  m^le  plant 
has  only  a  single  thorn  i>o  each  bud  on  its  shaft, 
whereas  the  female  plant  has  three  spines  to  each 
node. 

For  this  reason,  the  female,  or  three-horned 
stocks,  are  regarded  by  connoisseurs  to  be  more 
beautiful  for  display  purposes,  and  many  persons, 
even  among  the  Irish  country  people,  believe  that 
the  female  plant  is  a  distinct  species  and  that  a 
single-thorned,  or  male,  stick  is  not  a  true  black¬ 
thorn.  A  single-thorn  stick  is  not  only  perfectly 


genuine  blackthorn,  but  is  more  serviceable,  and 
has,  therefore,  always  been  more  commonly  used.  * 

The  blackthorn  sticks  are  cut  in  the  late  autumn 
or  early  winter,  when  the  sap  is  at  its  lowest  ebb. 
There  is  an  Irish  country  maxim,  however,  that 
“the  proper  tim^  to  cut  a  blackthorn  for  the  best 
results  is  the  moment  you  see  it.”  In  the  crude 
state  the  sticks  net  their  gatherers  anywhere  from 
a  few  cents  up  to  $2.50  or  $3.  The  usual  value  is 
about  25  cents,  and  the  fancy  prices  are  given  only 
for  rare  specimens  of  the  three-thorned  or  sword¬ 
shaped  sticks. 

The  country  people  have  various  homely  ways  for  u 
improving  the  gloss  and  color  of  the  sticks.  One, 
it  is  said,  is  by  thrusting  them  for  several  days  into 
a  heap  of  oxidizing  manure. 


TOMB  BROUGHT  FROM  EGYPT  4,500  YEARS 

OLD. 

An  Egyptian  tomb,  about  4,500  years  old,  which 
arrived  in  New  York,  in  August,  1913,  has  finally 
been  reconstructed  in  the  Museum  of  Art,  in  that 
city.  It  is  the  tomb  of  Perneb,  a  chamberlain  of  one 
of  the  Pharaohs.  Only  two  other  tombs  of  this 
character  and  of  equal  importance  have  ever  been 
taken  out  of  the  Nile  country,  says  Popular  Me¬ 
chanics.  This  monument  is  a  valued  art  treasure, 
because  of  its  profuse  and  remarkably  well  pre¬ 
served  mural  decorations,  and  because  most  other 
tombs  of  similar  age  in  the  vicinity  from  which 
this  came  have  been  destroyed. 

The  structure  in  the  museum  consists  of  601 
stones,  which  were  especially  treated  for  a  year  to 
protect  their  surface  and  the  paintings  on  them 
from  the  humidity  of  New  York  atmosphere,  which 
is  a  great  contrast  to  the  dry  air  of  Egypt.  As  each 
stone  was  taken  from  its  original  position  it  was 
marked,  wrapped  and  placed  in  a  strong  box.  Most 
of  the  blocks  were  brought  by  camel  from  Mem¬ 
phis,  the  site  of  the  tomb,  to  Cairo.  The  heavier 
ones  were  carried  on  hand-cars  over  especially  laid 
track  to  the  nearest  railway.  The  original* monu¬ 
ment  consisted  of  a  superstructure  and  a  burial 
chamber  far  beneath,  reached  by  a  shaft.  The  two 
latter  features  have  not  been  reproduced  The 
superstructure  measures  54  by  40  feet,  and  is  18 
feet  high.  It  consists  of  two  l^oms,  an  offering 
chamber,  where  was  placed  food  for  the  “ka  ”  cv 
“double,”  of  the  immortal  inhabitant  of  the  tomb  * 
and  the  secret  chamber,  or  “serdab.”  where  the  in¬ 
habitant  of  the  tomb  was  supposed  to  dwell.  \ 
nai  i  o"  s^f»  instead  ol  a  door,  leads  from  the  outer 
chamber  to  this  serdab.  The  many  symbolical 
paintings  on  the  walls  are  still  bright  after  for  tv 
five^  centuries.  These  and  the  carvings  tell  of  IYr- 
neh  s  life  and  virtues,  and  urge  his  descendants  to 
do  him  honor  faithfully, 
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THE  NEWS  IN  SHORT  ARTICLES 


PENNY  SELLS  FOR  $900. 

A  New  Jersey  penny,  coined  by  the  State  in  1786 
and  recently  offered  to  coin  collectors  by  Howard  F. 
Lewis,  executor  of  the  estate  of  his  father.  Senator 
Griffith  W.  Lewis,  has  been  sold  for  $900 — the  rec¬ 
ord  price  for  a  one-cent  American  coin.  The  pur¬ 
chaser  was  Hilyard  Rider,  of  Elmira,  N.  Y.  The 
big  copper  cent  has  a  seal  of  New  Jersey  on  the  face 
witl}  the  date  under  the  beam.  The  only  other 
penny  of  this  mintage  known  is  in  the  James  Ten 
Eck  collection  which  several  years  ago  was  pre¬ 
sented  to  the  City  of  Albany,  N.  Y. 


DO  BEES  INJURE  FRUIT? 

An  agricultural  society  of  Florence,  Italy,  has  re¬ 
cently  carried  out  a  thorough  investigation  of  the 
alleged  injury  of  fruit  by  bees,  and  has  completely 
exonerated  the  latter.  Bees  are  unable  to  perforate 
the  skin  of  fruit,  and  it  is  only  incidentally  that  they 
suck  the  juices  of  fruits  injured  by  other  natural 
causes.  The  damage  sometimes  attributed  to  these 
insects  is  due  to  poultry,  wild  birds,  wind  and  hail, 
and  even  more  frequently  to  hornets,,  wasps,  vine- 
nwths,  and  other  insects.  Instead  of  being  harmful 
to  orchards  and  vineyards,  bees  perform  the  useful 
service  of  effecting  the  cross-pollination  of  flowers 
and  hence  the  setting  of  frw  '-  as  well  as  the  desic¬ 
cation  of  damaged  fruits  .especially  grapes)  by 
sucking  the  juice  and  pulp  and  thus  preventing  fer¬ 
mentation  and  rot  extending  to  sound  individuals. 
The  orchards  and  vineyards  frequented  by  bees 
give  the  most  constant  crops. 


SEWER  PIPES  FROM  MOLTEN  LAVA. 

The  making  of  sewer  pipes  and  bricks  of  the 
molten  lava  from  the  active  volcano  Kilauea  is  ad¬ 
vanced  as  a  business  proposition  by  a  retired  Ohio 
manufacturer  of  sewer  pipes,  who  visited  the  Ha¬ 
waiian  Islands  in  February  of  the  current  year. 
The  volcano  is  on  the  island  of  Hawaii,  thirty-two 
miles  from  Hilo,  and  reached  directly  by  automo¬ 
bile  over  a  smooth  road  that  dips  down  through  a 
break  in  the  wall  of  the  old  crater  to  the  floor  of 
dead  lava  and  thence  almost  to  the  brink  of  the  jnt 
of  Halemaumau. 

It  is  declared  that  with  proper  machinery,  pipes 
could  be  molded  from  the  molten  material  in  foun¬ 
dries.  The  plan  has  been  advanced  to  erect  end¬ 
less  bucket  conveyors  that  could  bear  the  lava  out 
of  the  pit,  the  buckets  to  be  made  of  a  special  ma¬ 
terial  capable  of  withstanding  heat  up  to  2,000 
degrees  Fahrenheit.  It  is  believed  that  the  lava 
would  remain  liquid  during  the  short  time  it  would 
be  on  the  way  to  the  molds,  which  could  be  placed 
in  a  building  near  the  edge  of  the  crater. 

For  the  past  ten  years  a  local  brick  company  has 
been  making  building  bricks  from  lava  rocks.  Its 
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plant  is  located  in  the  district  of  Kaimuki,  where 
there  is  a  vast  outcropping  of  lava  rock  from  an¬ 
cient  flows.  These  bricks  are  gray  in  color  and 
have  been  used  extensively  in  the  construction  of 
buildings  and  particularly  in  sewer,  manhole  and 
fireplace  work. 


PORTO  RICO  TOBACCO  DEAR. 

Prosperity  has  hit  the  tobacco  men  of  Porto  Rico. 
What  the  growers  and  dealers  describe  as  the 
“craziest”  market  they  have  ever  known  has  almost 
entirely  cleaned  up  the  island’s  tobacco  crop  at 
prices  which  have  been  the  highest  during  the  past 
ten  years. 

Shortage  in  production,  together  with  an  unex¬ 
pected  demand,  which  the  old  buyers  in  the  market 
say  they  cannot  understand,  are  given  as  the  causes 
of  the  high  prices.  Whatever  the  reason,  it  is  esti¬ 
mated  that  these  high  prices  have  netted  the  grow¬ 
ers  or  the  middlemen  something  like  three  or  four 
million  dollars  more  than  the  crop  was  figured  to  be 
worth  before  the  buying  commenced.  Before  harvest 
it  was  estimated  that  this  year’s  crop  would  amount 
to  eighteen  or  twenty  million  pounds.  Instead,  it 
dropped  down  to  twelve  million,  and  as  a  result,  in 
order  to  provide  for  their  usual  requirements,  manu¬ 
facturers  of  cigars  in  the  island  have  been  com¬ 
pelled  to  go  into  the  market  and  bid  against  out¬ 
siders  for  the  tobacco  which  ordinarily  they  bought 
at  pretty  much  their  own  figures.  More  indepen¬ 
dent  buyers  have  been  after  the  Porto  Rican  crop 
this  year  than  ever' before,  it  is  said,  and  these  buy¬ 
ers  have  helped  to  run  prices  up.  Up  to  a  few  days 
ago  a  big  factory  here,  had  not  purchased  a  pound 
of  tobacco,  in  the  hope  that  prices  might  be  lower 
later  on.  With  prices  firm  and  higher,  buyers  were 
finally  sent  into  the  field  and  found  it  difficult  to  pro¬ 
vide  for  the  needs  of  the  factory  at  any  price.  Prac¬ 
tically  all  the  tobacco  had  been  purchased. 

Sun  tobacco,  that  has  in  seasons  past  been  consid¬ 
ered  dear  at  20  cents  a  pound,  has  sold  this  year  at 
30  cents  for  the  run  of  the  crop  and  in  a  good  many 
instances  purchases  were  made  unseen  before  the 
tobacco  was  taken  down  from  the  barns.  “Boliche,” 
the  ground  leaves  of  the  tobacco,  ordinarily  a  drug 
on  the  market,  has  sold  in  some  instances  as  high  as 
25  cents  a  pound. 
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Kx-Flre  Chief  Warden. 

931  On  the  Drink;  or.  The  Perils  of  Social  Drinking.  A  Tem¬ 

perance  Story  of  To-dav.  By  Jno.  B  Dowd. 

932  The  13th  of  October.  1863.  By  Allyn  Draper. 

933  Through  an  Unknown  Land ;  or.  The  Boy  Canoeists  of  the 

Quanta.  By  Allan  Arnold. 

934  The  Blue  Door.  A  Romance  of  Mystery.  By  Richard  R. 

Montgomery. 

935  Running  with  No.  6;  or.  The  Boy  Firemen  of  Franklin.  By 

Ex  -  Fire  Chief  Warden . 

936  Safety-Valve  Steve;  or.  The  Boy  Engineer  of  the  R.  H.  A 

W.  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

937  Tk©  Drunkard’s  Victim.  A  Story  of  a  Strange  Rife.  By 

J»o  B.  Dowd. 

938  Abandoned:  or,  The  Wolf  Man  of  the  Island.  By  Capt.  Thee. 

H.  Wilson. 

939  The  Two  Schools  at  Oakdale;  or.  The  Rival  Students  of 

Corrina  Lake.  By  Allyn  Draper. 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  Bent  to  any  address  on  receipt 
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M©  The  Farmer’s  So*;  or,  A  7 own*  CVark’s  Dow* fa*.  A  Sterr 
of  Country  and  City  Life.  By  Howard  Austin. 

941  The  Old  Stone  Jog;  or,  Wine,  Card*  and  Kulw.  By  J  a© 

B.  Dowd. 

942  Jack  Wright  and  His  Deep  Sea  Monitor;  or.  Searching  for 
’  a  Tod  of  Gold.  By  “  Noname. ” 

943  The  Richest  Boy  In  the  World;  or,  'The  Wonderful  Adven¬ 

tures  of  a  Young  American.  By  Allyn  Draper. 

944  The  Haunted  Lake.  A  Strange  Story.  By  Allyn  Draper 

945  In  the  Frozen  North;  or.  Ten  Y’eare  in  the  Ice.  By  Howard 

Austin. 

946  Arodnd  the  World  on  a  Bicycle.  A  Story  of  Adventures  In 

Many  Lands.  By  .Tas.  C.  Merritt. 

947  Young  Captain  Rock;  or.  The  First  of  the  Whibebo/s  By 

Allyn  Draper. 

948  A  Sheet  of  Blotting  Paper;  or.  The  Adventures  of  a  Young 

Inventor.  By  Richard  R.  Montgomery. 

949  The  Diamond  Island;  or.  Astray  in  a  Balloon.  By  Allan 

Arnold. 

960  In  the  Saddle.  Fro*  How  York  to  San  Francisco.  By  Allyn 
Draper. 
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OUR  TENCENT  HAND  BOOKS 


No.  1.  NAPOLEON'S  ORACULGM  AND 
DREAM  BOOK. — Containing  the  great  oracle 
of  human  destiny;  also  the  true  meaning  of 
almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with 
charms,  ceremonies,  and  curious  games  of 
cards.  .  _ 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS —The  great 
book  of  magic  and  card  tricks,  containing 
full  instruction  on  all  the  leading  card  tricks 
of  the  day.  also  the  most  popular  magical 
illusions  as  performed  by  our  leading  magi¬ 
cians;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of 
this  book. 

No  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT.—’ Th©  arts  and 
wiles"  of  flirtation  are  fully  explained  by  this 
i.tlc  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window 
and  hat  flirtation,  it  contains  a  full  list  of 
the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of 
this  little  book.  It  contains  full  instructions 
in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the -ball¬ 
room  and  at  parties,  how  to  dress,  and  full 
directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular 
square  dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  com- 
I  plete  guide  to  love,  courtship  and  marriage, 
giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette  to 
be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interest¬ 
ing  things  not  generally  known. 

N«.  S.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE. 
— Giving  full  instruction  for  the  use  of 
dumbbells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars,  hori¬ 
zontal  bars  and  various  other  methods  of 
developing  a  good,  healthy  muscle;  contain¬ 
ing  over  sixty  illustrations. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Hand¬ 
somely  illustrated  and  containing  full  in¬ 
structions  for  tbe  management  and  training 
of  tbe  caaary,  mockingbird,  bobolink*  black¬ 
bird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No,  *,  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILO¬ 
QUIST. — By  Harry  Kennedy.  Every  intelli¬ 
gent  b’oy  reading  this  book  of  instructions 
can  master  the  art,  and  create  any  amount 
of  fun  fov  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
greatest  book  ever  published. 

No  Id.  HOW  TO  IJOX.— Tbe  art  of  self- 
defense  made  easy.  Containing  over  thirty 
illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  tbe  differ¬ 
ent  position  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy 
should  obtain  one  of  these  useful  and  in¬ 
structive  hooks,  as  it  will  teach  yon  bow  to 
box  without  an  instructor. 

No.  11  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LET- 
TE Rft  -  A  most  complete  little  book,  contain¬ 
ing  full  directions  for  writing  love-letters, 
;  ><1  when  to  use  them,  giving  specimen  let¬ 
ters  for  young  and  old. 

No.  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO 
T.  \  DIES.— Giving  complete  instructions  for 
•  -Itlng  letters  to  ladles  on  all  subjects;  also 
letters  of  Introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

No.  IS.  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR.  BOOK  OK 
P7TIQUKTTR. — It  Is  a  great  life  secret,  and 
one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 
nil  about.  There’s  happiness  In  it. 

For  snip  by  nil  newsdealers 


No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A  com¬ 
plete  band-book  for  making  all  kinds  of 
candy,  ice-cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  1*.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL. 
— One  of  tbe  brightest  and  most  valuable 
little  books  ever  given  to  tbe  world.  Every¬ 
body  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beauti¬ 
ful,  both  male  and  female.  Tbe  secret  is 
simple,  and  almost  costless. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVE¬ 
NING  PARTY. — A  complete  compendium  of 
games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recita¬ 
tions,  etc.,  suitable  for  parlor  or  drawing¬ 
room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for 
the  money  than  any  book  published. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— Th© 
most  complete  hunting  and  fishing  guide 
ever  published.  It  contains  full  instructions 
about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping 
and  Ashing,  together  with  description  of 
game  and  fish. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— 

Heller’s  second  sight  explained  by  his  for¬ 
mer  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining 
how  the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  be¬ 
tween  the  magician  and  the  boy  on  the 
stage;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— 
This  little  book  gives  the  explanation  to  all 
kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky  and 
unlucky  days. 

No.  24.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO 

GENTLEMEN. — Containing  full  instructions 
for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects. 

No.  25.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST. 
— Containing  full  instructions  for  all  kinds 
of  gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises. 
Embracing  thirty-five  illustrations.  By  Pro¬ 
fessor  W.  Macdonald. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND 
BUILD  A  BOAT. — Fully  illustrated.  Full 
instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  to¬ 
gether  with  instructions  on  swimming  and 
riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No.  27.  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK 
OF  RECITATIONS. — Containing  the  most 
popular  selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch 
dialect,  French  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dia¬ 
lect  pieces,  together  with  many  standard 
readings. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  — 
Everyone  is  desirous  of  knowing  what  hi« 
future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happi¬ 
ness  or  misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can 
tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little  book.  Buy  one 
and  be  convinced. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVEN¬ 
TOR. — Every  boy  should  know'  how  Inven¬ 
tions  originated.  This  book  explains  them 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics, 
magnetism,  optics,  pneumatics,  mechanics, 
etc. 

No.  SO.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most 
instructive  books  on  cooking  ever  published. 
It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meals,  fish, 
game,  and  oysters;  also  pies,  puddings, 
cakes  and  all  kinds  of  pastry,  and  a  grand 
collection 


of  recipe* 

or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  price  5  cents 
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No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAK¬ 
ER. — Containing  fourteen  illustrations,  giv¬ 
ing  tbe  different  positions  requisite  to  be¬ 
come  a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist. 
Also  containing  gems  from  all  the  popular 
authors  of  prose  and  poetry. 

No.  32.  HOW  TO  RIDE  A  BICYCLE.— 

Containing  instructions  for  beginners,  choice 
of  a  machine,  hints  on  training,  etc.  A 
complete  book.  Full  of  practical  illustra¬ 
tions. 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  FLAY  GAMES.— A  com¬ 
plete  and  useful  little  book,  containing  tbe 
rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS. 
— Containing  all  the  leading  conundrums  of 
the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
and  witty  sayings. 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  TOUR  OWN 
DOCTOR. — A  W’onderful  book,  containing 
useful  and  practical  information  in  the  treat¬ 
ment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  com¬ 
mon  to  every  family.  Abounding  in  useful 
and  effective  recipes  for  general  complaints. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RATSE  DOGS.  POUL¬ 
TRY.  PIGEONS  AND  RABBITS. — A  useful 
and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illustrat¬ 
ed. 

No.  40.  novr  TO  MAKE  AND  SET 
TRAPS. — Including  hints  on  how  to  catch 
moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and 
birds.  Also  how  tx>  cure  skins.  Copiously 
illustrated. 

No.  41.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END 
MEN’S  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  a  great 
variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  tbe  most 
famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is 
complete  without  this  wonderful  little  book. 

No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK 
STUMP  SPEAKER. — Containing  a  varied  as¬ 
sortment  of  stump  speeches.  Negro.  Dutch 
and  Irish.  Also  end  men's  Jokes.  Just  the 
thing  for  home  amusement  and  amateur 
shows. 

No.  43.  HOW  T©  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN. 

— Containing  the  grandest  assortment  of 
magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  the 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations 
etc. 

No.  44.  HOW  TO  WRITE  IN  AN  AT# 
BUM. — A  grand  collection  of  Album  Verso 
suitable  for  any  time  and  occasion,  embrnr 
ing  Lines  of  Love.  Affection.  Sentiment,  iln 
mor,  Respect,  and  Condolence,  also  Verso 
Suitable  for  Valentines  and  Weddings. 

No.  45.  THE  DOTS  OF  NEW  YORK  MIN 
8TKKL  GUIDE  AND  JOKE  BOOK.  Bom.' 
thing  new  and  very  InM motive  Every  he' 
should  obtain  this  hook,  ns  It  contains  fnl 
Instructions  for  organising  an  amateur  into 
strel  troupe. 
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